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The publication of Infinity Magazine itself is 
a journey that embarks the efforts of few indi- 
viduals working as a team struggling to meet 
deadlines and giving their best in a small span 
of time. Working as members of the Infinity has 
undoubtebly given us precious experiences and 
a chance to expoilt our skills. But this compila- 
tion of expressions and ideas of trinitians would 
not be possible without the contributions made 
by Mr. Balkrishna Sharma, Mr. Laxman Bhatta, 
Mr. Govinda Khanal, Mr. Ambir thapa and our 
friends Amul Chhetry (A2-A) and Karuna Regmi 
(N2) 




Editorial 



INFINITY 

PUBLICATION TEAM 



CONCEPT PLANNER 

Mr. Manoj Kr. Baishya 

GRAPHICS AND LAYOUT DESIGNER 

Rahul Shrestha 

EDITORS (NEPALI) 

Sonji Lamichhane 
Saroj Bhatta 

EDITOR (ENGLISH) 

Anil Siwakoti 

TYPISTS 

Saroj Bhatta (Nepali) 
Roshan Parajuli 
Sachin Deo 
Sakar Poudel 
Anil Siwakoti 

COVER PAGE 

Rahul Shrestha 

SENIOR EDITORS 

Mr. Bal Krishna Sharma 
Mr. Laxman Bhatta 
Mr. Govinda Khanal 

EDITORIAL 

Anil Siwakoti 



PUBLISHER 

Trinity International College 
Dillibazzar Height, Kathmandu, Nepal 
Tel: 4445955, 4445956, 4437867 
Email: info@trinitycollege.edu.np 
www.trinitycollege.edu.np 

INFINITY Magazine is published yearly by the 
students' Publication Team of Trinity Interna- 
tional College, Kathmandu, Nepal. The editors 
and the publisher are not responsible for unso- 
licited materials. No part of this publication may 
be reproduced without the expressed written 
permission of the publisher. 

Copyright © 2015 Trinity International College 
All rights reserved 



"Words strain, crack and sometimes break 
Under the burden, under the tension, 
Slip, slide, perish, decay with imprecision, 
Will not stay in place, will not stay still"- T. S. Elliot 

Words empower, words moralize and moreover words 
victimize. However, words when covet in other artistries, words 
come alive and we've got what we've observed in ourselves. Not 
only the words but this yearly epilogue of us has ingredients of 
thoughts, summation of righteousness and imagination of impec- 
cability. The artistic formula embedded by us has put ourselves 
forth against all the odds confronting our ways which has pro- 
foundly and lustrously rendered our transformative years at Trin- 
ity. 

Time works wonders- as the old saying articulates, we passionate- 
ly present you with the sixth edition of the Infinity. The magazine 
like all other its five predecessors have been able to overt the real 
artistic feature and perseverance of the Trinitians in the patterns 
of the most premium culture of the college. 

Genuinely, what's in store for this years edition is an em- 
powering figure of dedication and determination of the whole 
family and especially the Magazine Crew. We've brought up this 
variation with its variant and vibrant features which was never 
witnessed before. The contents as forever is packed with the most 
promising articles but we've put forth the idea of covering a story 
realized by ourselves for which we can revitalize our time towards 
it. What lies inside the social media have to be brought up invig- 
oratingly in the real life and use our times not only dwelling but 
dealing with it. This idea has been a prominent prologue to our 
daily tasks. Furthermore, we've tried to reach to the imaginative 
thoughts of our writers and have extracted the best possible il- 
lustrations to clarify the codec of the words. The most delightful 
enthusiasm that we've been longing to was to give these printed 
pages a reformative and leading digital gateway and we've been 
highly successful in craving it. Though vindications are unassail- 
able, we've reached our farthest efforts to minimize them and pro- 
duce a recap to the whole handsome year and the times ahead at 
Trinity. 

We trust our juniors too would hold their nerves and step up into 
the rightful path of transformation and regeneration with sensa- 
tionalizing and escalating promises. 
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TO THE COORDINATOR, 



SUBJECT: A DAY LEAVE 



RESPECTED SIR, 



MOST UNIVERSELY AND WITH A UNIFORM PACE OF WRITING, ASSUMING THE 
UNIVERSE IS STATIC FOR A VERY SMALL FRACTION OF TIME I WANTTO INFORM 
YOU THAT I WON'T BE ABLE TO ATTEND MY REGULAR CLASSES ON THIS DAY 
DUE TO A COSMIC MOTION PICTURE FESTIVAL NEAR TITAN. 
I HOPE YOU WILL RECEIVE MY APPLICATION ON TIME, IF TIME WON'T BE Dl- 
ALATED BY ANY MASSIVE STRUCTURES UNDER CONSTRUCTION, AND UNDER- 
STAND THE COMPLEXITY AND THE GRAVITY OF THE SITUATION AND GRANT ME 
LEAVE. 



YOURS APPARENTLY, 
RAHUL SHRESTHA (A2-A) 



* All names and places are according to the local earth dictionary any 
misunderstanding maybe due to the redshift of the data sent as a elec- 



tromagnetic wave. 
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Chance- the God. I'm stunned to behold the 
folks not believing in chance or luck. I'm sure; they're 
unfamiliar to learn the fact that £ the Chance is the 
reason behind your existence'- which I consider. It's 
the Godly thing that is letting you read this article 
sitting at your desk or you reading lying on your bed 
and even you reading it with one eye onto the teacher 
and the other into my mind through my words inside 
your bench. Chance is my God. Your presence in this 
very Earth is just an outcome of a series of persistent 
chances. Chance has favoured you, right from the 
time of Big Bang to the fragmentation of our Sun 
and to the persistence of the sperm from which your 
embryo got born, out of millions of others. 
The chance brought the humankind as well as the 
planet- Earth in this Universe. The Universe is a deep 
silent like hell thing with its own kingly realm full 
of stuffs outthinking us. It has its own operators and 
the destructors. It has its own paradise and owns 
the hell as well Earth, Sun, black hole, comets- it has 
it all. Wandering its area can be worthy and full of 
fun. Ironically, the technologies we've got at this very 
moment do not let us do so. No, not even to wander a 
tiny part of space out there. 
I agree to the fact- my fellas insist that there's no 
another Earth in this Universe. However, I keep on 
insisting that there are infinite "Earthly Bodies" at the 
same place. Imperfections in the technology make me 
do so. The finding of Earthly bodies can be possible 
only if we invent star ships capable of moving at the 
speed comparable to that of light. But these things 
we've got in this very time are too slow and forbid us 
for seeing Earthly bodies. Till the boundary of Uni- 
verse is found confined- which is near to impossible,it 
is stupidity and ignorance to call the Universe with 
no Earthly bodies. And, so I witness Earthly bodies i 
front of my eyes very near, every time. 








A fact proving my notion is a 'Wow' signal 
received in the USA a long time back in the 
20th century. It was supposed to be sent from 
an Alien planet. Most probably, it might have 
taken thousands of years for the signal to 
reach to us. And evidently at the time when 
they sent us the signal, our ancestors 
were residing in caves, wandering around 
their c P's. If so, can we imagine where 
they've reached in this very time? A seri- 
ous question to be noted! And I suppose 
the chance had favoured them pretty 
earlier than us, which lifted them to such 
height. 

And so if we keep on acclaiming our 
achievements till date with our 'W's rest- 
ed and stricken by laziness and puzzled 
in domestic disputes and wasting time 
in warfare to show the greatness', we 
are sure to receive the signal from them 
first. That would of course point the 
backwardness of humankind on Earth 
and an ominous situation ahead. Our 
achievements would go in vain and our 
so called greatness' would be on the line. 
It is because they would be more devel- 
oped than us and would probably enslave 
us exploiting our resources, we have 
to be well aware of this fact, rise above 
the chaos, propelling in the direction of 
technologies (which must be revolution- 
ary) and make our achievements worth 
something. The competition is going on 
every second. 

KISHOR SUBEDI (N2) 
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RESPONSIBILITY 



c With great power 
comes great 
Responsibity ' 

Its a promising social 
act where the two people 
meet, fall in love and suc- 
ceeds to share their life living together. Life would 
be easier and peaceful if there was no such thing as 
marriage. But lets not forget we need someone to 
hold our back during bad times and of course we 
need someone who could be our cane if we aren't 
able to walk properly during our 60s. 

I really think marriage is biased regarding 
the part of role we stand for either being a bride or 
bridegroom. Its more difficult for women who have 
to give more sacrifices; has to leave her home and 
should live in husbands home considering their 
real home for the rest of their lives and should even 
change their surnames. When these spouses turn 
into parents; its mothers who have to give a full 
stop in their careers in order to stay and look after 
how their little ones grow up? And become a full 
time house manager. I cant imagine keeping myself 
in place of my mother. From early morning to late 
night she even doesn't have time to get a life of her 
own. I see my father; he wakes up at 5:30 AM, goes 
for a walk and comes home at 7:00 AM, drinks tea 
and about 9:00 AM, Mom calls for lunch. Mean- 
while, my mom wakes up at 5 in morning, prepares 
tea and wakes all three of us (me, my brother and 
my sister), goes for a walk and about 6 she returns 
and starts preparing lunch. In the same time she 
manages to iron my clothes and clean the house. 
Why every time a woman has to work harder than 
man? But you might say that nowadays men are also 
involved in domestic works. I bet in 85% of families, 
a mother has to supervise all the household works- 
from husbands business to children's study; it's the 
mother who has to be part of it. 

Let us not forget the added responsibility that 
nature has given to women. She has blessed them 
with the capability of bearing babies. By letting a 
small foetus to develop into a baby in their womb for 



9 months, finally the baby takes birth to the world. 
As the baby gets born, he/she is given the surname 
of his/her father. Why is it so? The mothers are born 
in one family then why should they be responsible 
to take other family's generation ahead? 

Four years ago my sister got married and she 
has two daughters now. I have seen how my sister 
does her work. She and her husband both are bank- 
ers and both of them have equal responsibility in 
jobs, they are employed. During the weekends, her 
husband sleeps till late in the morning while in the 
mean time she wakes up early and washes all the 
clothes of the whole week, clean the house. My sis- 
ter is one who is surrounded by her daughters all the 
time and she becomes busy taking care of them on 
holidays. She also deserves a quieter and peaceful 
time like her husband who passes his weekends by 
reading newspaper or doing nothing. 

Marriages in our society are more biased but 
for woman belonging to any society have more re- 
sponsibilities than her husband. My mom always 
says "Every era is same for a woman." We call our 
Earth as MOTHER EARTH maybe because this 
strongest rock floating in the space is being able to 

hold all our re- 
7 tfc ± sponsibilities 

Y/ an< ^ ma ^ e en ~ 

vironment 

suitable to live 
like our moth- 
ers do. Then 
we females are 
the strongest 
ones but of 

| "^^■■^"^■^ course not in 

cular power 

but in terms of giving love equally to everyone in a 
family. We are the strongest one maybe that is why 
we have the added responsibilities than men. 

SUSMITA SAPKOTA 
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BHANU DEVKOTA 
(Ml) 





"10, 9, 8, 7... 3, 2, 1 and 
bang off... 

Unleashed with loud thundering 
sound, the 20th rocket^aunch of Ne 
pal has turned out to be a grand sue 
cess. Within one minute, as I speak 
here, the 'Mission N-20' has trav- 
elled more than 1.8 million km. Af- 
ter approximately four light years, 
it will land on 'UNQUIX-53' in 
Andromeda Galaxy, the planet 
that was discovered by a group 
of versatile Nepalese astronomers 
about five days ago" correspon- 
dent from NTV, Ujwal Devkota 
reporting along with 
50 camera auto-bots 
from Dolpa. 
Its me Mahesh 
Burma from 
NTV studio for 
short headlines. 
American Pres- / 
ident Alexan- 



C o o k 



d e r 
was received 



by an LDO (Local Development 
Officer) in 'TRIMOD Interna- 
tional Airport' in Darchula. He 
has been granted 
a short appoint- 
ment by Nepal- 
ese Chancellor 
Om Prakash 
Devkota at 
5:00 PM. The 
American 
press is found 
to be giving it 
u n - 
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necessary media coverage. Recently, Nepal has do- 
nated Rs.1000 billion (Re.l = $135) for budget deficit 
rescue in the USA. 

NMD (Nepal Military Department) has created more 
than 100000 auto-bots (Automated Military Robots) 
for security in China and India, regarding their 





upcoming election. Now, lets turn our attention to 
technology and business news. Each Nepali citizen 
has achieved an economy status to hire a handheld 
tiny computer for every family member. Within 2125 
A.D., 25 years from now, a research team including 
5000 senior biologist has said that they will be able to 
invent a neuron chip which if planted in a new born 
would prime the baby to learn all the knowledge 
human beings know till today. 

For more news about Nepal and the rest of 
the world, log on to our Universal Wide 
Web (uww.trititanepal.org.np) 

Bye for now. Have a safe day. 

Namaste! 
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MANUFATURING NOISE 

Noise occurs in all states. It occurs 
more abundantly in the classroom and 'No 
Noise' zones. It can also occur in school as- 
sembly, play grounds and canteen. 
Noise can be generated in many ways. 
Some of the mandatory ways of preparing 
noise are as follows: 




1LAST BENCHERS 
The chiefs of noise are the last 
benchers. Usually if two highly talkative 
students get to sit in last bench, noise oc- 
curs. More noise can be obtained if both of 
the talkative students have sharp and loud 
voice. 

2 CLASS AFTER WEEKENDS 
This is one of the most effective process 
of noise production. After weekends, 
students sharing their holiday experiences 
help in the making of noise. A newly released 
movie in the weekend acts as catalyst and 
helps to increase the development of sound 
by two times. 

<y TEACHER WRITING ON BOARD 

3 This is one of the most common way 

of noise production. Teacher writing 
on board is directly proportional to the am- 
plitude of the noise. The longer the teacher 
writes on the board more the noise is said 
to be generated. Most pure form of noise is 



produced when teacher is doing a complicat- 
ed sum or drawing a hectic diagram on board 
which students don't need to copy. 

4 BEST FRIENDS 
The typical best friend forever 'BFF' are 
the traditional ores of noise. If they are 
kept together, they whisper producing 50% of 
noise. Similarly, if these best friends are kept 
separately in class they shout to communicate 
with each other making sure that the produce' 
noise is 100% pure. 



d 





& PROPERTIES OF AN IDEAL NOISE 
1 . Noise must be annoying to listen 
ers and enjoyable to participants. 
2. An ideal noise must disturb other 
classes nearby. 

3. Noise should cause a simultaneous 
scolding by discipline in charges. 




USES OF NOISE 

1 . Noise is highly used by students to dis- 
turb teachers. 

2. Noise is often used at seminars to show 
as if you are seriously discussing. 

3. Noise is widely used in classroom to 
inform whole school that you have a leisure 
class. 



AASMA SAPKOTA (R2) 
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Some time in life all of us 
have to face a difficult, rather mad 
professor. It may happen in school 
or college that you end up in a class 
with a real difficult professor, or may 
be if he or she is not that difficult, 
you may still have found a place in 
his bad books. 



Dealing With 
a Difficult 
Professor 




ly feel their ego boosted when 
a student asks them a question 
and they answer it in the most 
appropriate manner according to 
them. 



c Given below are few tips 
for you to deal with such a 
situation ' 

Be punctual, regular 

Being punctual can land a 
good impression over your teach- 
er and its a good habit to cultivate 
nevertheless. So, just try to be at 
your class early and also return in 
time after the breaks. Also, keep a 
watch on your attendance and do 
not miss your classes unless it is 
very essential. 



2 Be positive 

With a positive attitude, 
you will try to mend the 
wrong things by taking initiatives, 
whereas if it is negative you might 
not even care about the whole 
thing. So just get your attitude 
right first. 



^ Listen carefully 

Listen to your professor 
carefully in the class. This 



identify your 
professor's personality, 
you can make 
strategies...' ' 

ABISHEK YADAV (F1) 



will not only add up to your 
knowledge bank but also help 
your professor realize that you are 
a keen student. When you listen 
in the class, you will not fall cut at 
the guidelines of your professor 
in relation with academics, home 
work or general class behavior. 

Submit assignment in time 

^ Do your home work and as- 
signment in time. Nothing 
will irritate your professor 
more than the fact that you didn't 
care to do the work they assigned 
you. For this, firstly you need to 
listen well in the class, so that you 
do not miss on the work hard and 
complete the assignment in the 
current manner as per the guide- 
lines of your professor. And last, 
make sure you submit it on time. 

Ask questions 

^ If you are listening in the 

class and you have doubts, 
then feel free to ask them to your 
professor, however mean they are. 
There are professors who actual- 

rv^ 



£ # Deal as per personality 

There are various types of 
professors, the theoretician, 
the youngster, the lazy or the 
hater. Once you identify your 
professor s personality, you can 
make strategies to deal accord- 
ingly. 

~y Do not argue 

DO NOT get into an argu- 
ment with your teacher, how so 
ever correct you are. No profes- 
sor likes or appreciates a verbal 
fight. You are in for low marks 
and he may have complaint 
against you to the director, if you 
do so. Even if your professor is 
in bad mood and is insulting you 
for no reason, keep your calm 
and dignity. 
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" The greatest artists say there is more to the story than just the 
usual chorus of accusation " 



FO T decades, musicians 
have used drugs while performing live, writing 
songs and composing music. They have appreci- 
ated the drug-high time as one of the best time 
of recreation, creativity and confidence. We don t 
know if its true, but we surely know many great 
names of music industry that once used drug on 
their music time. Lets note down some of their 
names. The Beatles, Led Zeppelin, The Rolling 
stones, The Doors, Jimi Hendrix, and hundreds 
of others. In the early 60 s drug trend increased 
over Europe and America. At the same time 
psychedelic music was introduced and became 
the youths favorites. The Beatles, regarded as the 
greatest and most influential act of the rock era, 
were often influenced by drugs and referenced 
them in their music. In 1972, John Lennon said 
"Rubber Soul was the pot album and Revolver 
was the acid."Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds" 
and "Strawberryy Fields" were considered to 
have been written while on LSD trip. "Straw- 
berry Field" referring to hallucinating tracks 
was provided by injecting acid. Jimi Hendrix s 

oo 



"Purple Haze" is believed to symbolize the 
purple haze surrounding him on his LSD trip. 
Later on strong strain marijuana, was named 
after the song. The Doors "The End" and 
Led Zeppelins "Whole Lotta Love" brought 
psychedelic genre into a whole new level. 
Pink Floyd's "Alans psychedelic breakfast" a 
13-min enigma becomes trippier as it pro- 
ceeds. Why is drug appreciated and taken 
by musicians? The greatest artists say 
there is more to the story than just the 
usual chorus of accusation. The reason 
behind it is complex and nuanced. 

However, there are artists 
who refuse drug use or have sobered 
after some life changing incident. 
Here are some of them whom I 
believe are anti-drugs. Chris Martin (Coldplay), 
Dave Mathews, Brian Wilson (Beach BOys), 
who sobered after his father s death, Zappa is an 
anti-druggist; Bono (U2) has avoided any drug 
controversy. Even Paul Mccartney has said many 
times in interview that the Beatles drug use hin- 
dered their song writing ability. And my favorite 
psych-rock band (Pink Floyd), a band associated 




with particularly LSD 
and trippy experiments 
on music, have denied 
to have done drugs after 
the "Acid King", Syd Barret 
(The Lead Vocalist) left the 
band after going completely 
paranoid due to overdose. 
Aerosmith (all the five mem- 
bers) have been drug free for over 
20 years. Stevie Ray Vaughn (SRV) 
has admitted that his playing and 
stage energy has greatly improved af- 
ter abandoning drugs in 1986. And the 
list goes on and on. 



The Drug-Music relationship has 
been both appreciated and denied by critics 
; and artists around the world. I personally don't 
approve drug-use in music, or don t believe 
drug can improve your musicianship. Maybe I'm 
wrong since I haven't done one yet and don't plan 
to do in coming days. Music is in the soul, it's in- 
side one's imagination, it's in the heart and blood. 
Musicianship can't be snorted, smoked, shot, 
injected or taken internally. To anyone reading 
this, if you believe music and drug are compli- 
mentary, you are probably wrong. Those who tell 
it have helped them lack pure talent, creativity and 
naturality of music and use drug to replace what 
they're lacking. However, I do believe that good 
strains of Marijuana can help relieve your nerves 
and sometimes help with your songwriting. But I 
say it again, it's all inside you. 

At last, music is far better and pure with- 
out drugs considering all the great artists lost due 
to overdose either physically or mentally. John 
Bonham(Led Zeppelin), Jimmy Sullivan (A7X), 
Kurt Kobain who suicided after overdose of drug 
and depression, Jimi Hendrix, Jim Morrison and 
the stairway to heaven contains many other name. 
I want to dedicate a heartfelt condolence to these 
great human beings and continue my musical 
journey strictly without any drug and want to con- 
clude this article with a bigger NO than a Yes. 



EDM, a 
TRANCE AND A ^ 

DUBSTEPS m 




"Throughout 
2010, the pres- 
ence ofdubstep 
in the pop charts 
was notable" 



IF* 



1 ELECTRONIC DANCE 
MUSIC (EDM) 

EDM or simply 
Dance Music is produced primarily ^^T*f 
for dance-based entertainment by 
Disc Jockeys (DJs) where they create 
various tracks by mixture of different 
sounds. The increased popularity of EDM is 
influenced by live events. Now it is highly com- 
mercialized and is performed in various con- 
certs all around the world. In December 201 1, 
Swedish House Mafia became the first electronic 
music act to sell out "New York City's Madison 
Square garden." Similarly, EDM songs and art- 
ists have been featured in television commercials 
and programs, while some artists have produced 
more pop-oriented songs to make their work 
more accessible to a mainstream audience. 
"EDM" has become the common blanket-term 
in the U.S., parts of Europe, and online for dance 
music genres. Many of the popular DJ artists 
such as Avicii, David Guetta, Swedish House 
Mafia and Afrojack have gained a lot of popu- 
larity by releasing some of the best tracks such 
as "Wake Me Up" by Avicii and "Lovers on the 



sun" by David Guetta. Most recently a highly reputed 
Grammy Award Category "Best dance recording" was 
won by the song "Clarity" by Zedd. Also, Daft Punks 
"Random Access memories" won Best dance/elec- 
tronic album during the Grammy's. 
EDM festivals have also had considerable econom- 
ic impact on their host cites; the 2014 Ultra Music 
Festival brought 165,000 attendees — and over $223 
million — to the Miami regions economy. Meanwhile, 
the inaugural TomorrowWorld festival brought $85.1 
million to the Atlanta area — as much revenue as its 
hosting of the finals of the 2013 NCAA Final Four 
did. 



2 TRANCE 
Trance is also a genre of Electronic 
Dance Music developed in Germany. Trance 
is a genre on its own but it also includes other styles 
such as techno, house and pop. Trance sound is made 
by mixture of sounds from Keyboard, Drum Machine 
and Synthesizer. 

A trance refers to a state of hypnotism and height- 
ened consciousness. As trance is more melodic and 
harmonic than other electronic dance 
music, the construction of trance 
tracks in the proper way is par- 
ticularly important in order 
^^g^^S^^S^^g t0 av °id dissonant (or "key 
^^S^^55 clashing" i.e., out of tune 

S^^-^^l^^l^^^^^* with one another) mixes. 

w^Jl^^l l^^fgJHSS Trance music is often di- 
1 l^ 1 UNTft - vaJRP vided into Uplifting Trance 

and Progressive Trance. Thus, 
many well-known compila- 
tions such as A State of 
Trance by famous 
DJ artist Armin 
_ . _ Van Buuren 

MM A usually 

WWk M L showcase 

m m gressive 
tit* ^fc m Trance 

■* \ V ! ss* 

lifting in 

;m>y. DA. * MUSIC 

the dance 
festivals 
that showcase 
Trance music are: 
Tomorrowland in 
Belgium, We Are One in 
Germa- ny, Ultra Music Festival in the city 

of Miami and TomorrowWorld in Georgia of U.S. 



3DUBSTEP 
Dubstep is a genre of EDM devel- 
oped in England. The music generally fea- 
tures syncopated drum and percussion patterns 
with bass lines that contain prominent sub bass 
frequencies. 

Throughout 2010, the presence of dubstep in 
the pop charts was notable, with "I Need Air" by 
Magnetic Man reaching number 10 in the UK 
singles chart. Also in 2010, American producer 
Skrillex achieved moderate commercial success 
in North America with a dubstep-influenced 
sound. By 201 1 his EP Scary Monsters and Nice 
Sprites had peaked at number three on the U.S. 
Billboard Dance/Electronic album charts. In 
February 201 1, Chase & Status's second album 
No More Idols reached No.2 in the UK al- 
bum chart. On 1 May 201 1, Neros third single 
"Guilt" from their album reached number 8 
in the Official UK Singles Chart. DJ Fresh and 
Nero both had number one singles in 201 1 
with "Louder" and "Promises". Strong baselines 
imported from dubstep continued in popular 
music with the Taylor Swift song I Knew You 
Were Trouble, which made number 1 on Bill- 
boards U.S. Mainstream Top 40 chart. 

Forbes: 
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GROWING 

UP 





"I made it. I did 
it. I fought and 
here I'm where 
I dreamed to 
be." 

life is too short to 
be wasted' 



J^s you advance and de- 
velop, you start to learn, 
you start to understand, you 
start to discover. You begin 
to know people, know things. 
In this process, you might get 
to know some things that are 
not needed, they are not nec- 
essary. You begin to realize 
what is pain, what are mis- 
eries and you tend to forget 
happiness. You begin to know 
the importance that a partic- 
ular person holds in your life 
and even know the feelings 
that one has when a person 
leaves you forever. 
Everything at one point 
seems to get hard, really 
tough and difficult and you 
feel like giving up, you feel 
like you can t go any further, 



you feel like ending 
everything and just 
quitting. You start to 
get hard on your life, on 
yourself. You begin to 
live your life not in your 
way but what others want 
you to be. You keep wandering of 
the ways to impress people and 
you forget yourself, you forget to 
smile, and you forget to be happy. 
You start to focus more on sadness 
and miseries than contentment. 
You think that you grasp every- 
thing and that you are the most 
superior creature here on earth 
but deep down inside you ac- 
knowledge that it is really compli- 
cated and you are nothing more 
than just a normal person. You get 
scared too often, you are fearful 
of trying new things just because 
you are worried that you will fail 
and don't even give it a try. You 
feel like laughing but you start to 
cry and you don't even know how 
and why. 

But life doesn't end here. You have 
miles to go, so much to achieve, 
so much to dream and turn every 
single dream of yours to reality. 
You have to return the favors that 
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life has given to you. You have 
to make the world feel your 
presence. Bill Gates once said 
"Its not your fault if you are 
born poor but its your fault if 
you die poor." So make money if 
you want to be rich. Hard work 
always pays off. If you want to 
be rich then all you need to 
do is focus on what you want 
instead of focusing on what you 
don't want. Then the latter will 
itself fall away. Put all your en- 
ergy and all your concentration 



to what 
and there 



to your work 
you desire 
will be no 
earth who 
will be able 
to stop you 
from your 
ambitions, 
your aspira- 
tions. You have 
your whole life 
waiting for you to 
do miracles, do 
your magic and 
make the world 
yours. You are 
given that chance 
every single day. 
Life is too short 
to be wasted in 
finding answers 
you should be able to enjoy the 
questions. A day comes when 
you'll think about what you did 
all your life and that day will 
come very soon so you should 
be able to be really proud that 
day and say to yourself that "I 
made it. I did it. I fought and 
here I'm where I dreamed to 
be." 

There will be hardships, there 
will be struggles that we will 
have to face but each of us 
wrestled our way into this world 




right from the beginning, right 
from when we were in our 
mother s womb. So why fear 
now? Life is the survival of the 
fittest and you have to make 
yourself known, you have to 
show the world your strengths, 
your flairs. No one has ever 
reached the Everest without 
work- ing 

hard; P^H*) Roger 

Federer V I B J didn't 

simply ^^T^ become 

the ^^L. worlds 

no. 1 mm K tennis 

player iustbv 



hitting the ball with his bat. 
He earned his success by his 
endeavors, Abraham Lincoln 
isn't known to us today just 
because he was the president of 
the United States but because he 
did something which contribut- 
ed for the betterment of Ameri- 
can society. These are just a few 
examples. There are many such 
personalities whose courage 
took them far and they reached 
where they wanted to be. Each 
of us has that capacity to go for 



more and never stop. Each one 
of us is born special and we all 
have that unique character. You 
are born to prosper and make 
your life worth living. You are 
the master of your fate and the 
captain of your soul. 
Fear wants you to run away 
from things that aren't after you 
so why fear of the unknown? 
Why fear failure. Failure is the 
first step to success and we all 
know this, still we step back and 
think too much. Each day you 
are growing, each day you are 
experiencing something new, 
something you were unaware 
about the day before. 
Each new day you 
are alive, you 
are living, you 
are growing. 
So venture 
into thrills and 
get your adren- 
aline rushing. 
You don't want 
to end your whole 
beautiful life just 
by doing things 
that everyone else 
does, the ordinary 
things. Don't 
care about what 
others think, act 
that you are always wearing an 
invisible crown and be the ruler 
of your life. Do good things that 
will satisfy you, that will give 
you a feeling of triumph. Grow 
from within each day. Learn, 
prosper, flourish and live. 



PRERANA SHRESTHA 
(AS-B) 
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LET'S 

LIVE 

WHILE 

"Death will invite us 
all sooner or later even 
if we dont want to" 



r 



An of our lives are similar 
to roller coasters. Its all the same. 
The only difference in our individ- 
ual rides is the track. For some, the 
path is too short and for some, its 
full of ups and downs. But the fate 
that has been bestowed to us is un- 
changeable. What is to happen has 
to happen. 

You and I, all of us are 
teenagers. And, we have somewhat 
similar thinking because of the ad- 
olescence period we all are going 
through. I bet all of us have done 
many mistakes in our lives. You 
mightn't accept it, but deep down 
you know the truth better than 
anybody else. We all have things 
pending to do. In fact, right now! 
That is because procrastination is 
an unwanted gift given to all of 
us. But, have you ever questioned 
yourself- what if tomorrow never 
comes? 



Well. I thought that 
there was no way 
we would die soon. 
After all, we're still 
not in our 20s. But, 
a horrific incident 
proved it all wrong. 
Monica Gupta, a 
friend of mine, stud- 
ied with me in Trinity AS-B would 
appear as an introvert to people at 
first. But she had an open heart. 
She had no grudges against any- 
one. No hatred or any com- 
plaints. But Monica had to stay 
in coma for 4-5 mourning days 
because of the carbon mon- 
oxide produced by the gas 
geyser. We went to meet her 
parent in the hospital. That's 
when they said that she was 
having the best time of her 
life in Trinity. But her mirth 
was meant to last for an unfair 
amount of short time. It was 3o th 
October when the news that none 
of us wanted to hear was told. She 
was no more! 

Monica obviously had no 
idea that she was meant to leave 
this world so soon. She had dreams, 
she had hopes too. Not only was 
she naive and benign, but she was 
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an amazing poet. The eldest 
of her parent, she obvious- 
k ly had responsibilities too. 
But all of that burnt away 
with her body. She wasn't 
easily noticed because of 
her silent nature. But she 
' was my partner when we 
chased the bus we used 
to travel by. She was just 
like one of us, unknown of 
the fact what is to happen 
the day we call "tomorrow". 



She's gone and the 
thought of her returning to class 
will only be a fantasy. But, even 
if she's gone, she has inspired us. 
Take a glance at what you thought 
were "problems" till today. Unre- 
quited relationships, misunder- 
standings that led to fights, exam- 
inations results! We aren't meant 
to carry the burden that was never 
meant to be laden in the first place. 
Of course, there are duties and 
responsibilities to follow, but we 
cannot give up on ourselves mere- 
ly because we failed in a subject or 
our partner asked us for a breakup. 
Life is short. Who knows what'll 
happen to you tomorrow? 
If you were to die to- 
morrow, die happily 
such that others 
will love and re- 
member you for 
eternity. Death 
will invite us 
all sooner or 
later even if we 
don't want to. 
there's no need 




So 



to invite it before by committing 
suicide. 

We need to live life to 
its fullest, accepting whatever it 
throws at us. We must learn to 
move on. 10 years from today and 
I guarantee the problems that we 
think are huge as of now, will ei- 
ther be erased from our memory 



INFINITY I 2015 



ARTICLES 



15 



or will be laughed at. So, why spend our precious moments of ours lives in sorrow, pain or anger? 

If you think your life has shortage of melodrama, trust me, you'll get plenty of them later on. Teenage 
is the crucial time where we can either make it or break it. Respecting all of your feelings, Yd just like to add 
one sentence that'll hopefully be an eye opener: 



LET'S LIVE WHILE WE'RE YOUNG!!! 



YAJYOO SHRESTHA 
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The internet is now 
the most used system 
resource for trans- 
ferring or obtaining data 
easily. With just a few clicks 
people can now buy, sell or 
rent anything. Comparing it 
to pervious decades, it has 
been a great blessing for our 
generation. From Wikipedia 
to E-bay, all the information 
we need is stored in the inter- 
net- just waiting to be read or 
received. The entire world is 
in the finger tips. 
It might be too good to be 
true but starting from mid of 
July, 2001 a site emerged out 
of the blue. "The Pirate Bay" 
a site connected as peer-to- 
peer files sharing protocol 
that helps in sharing large 
amount of data over the in- 
ternet. Most of the people of 
our generations have already 
used the site for sharing any 
data to their peers without 
any restriction. Though 
found to be using such sites 
people have no knowledge 
of site or its impact on the 
modern society. 
A torrent file is a computer 
file that contains metadata 
about files and folders to be 
distributed, and usually also 
a list of the network locations 
of trackers, which are com- 



puters that help participants in the 
system find each other and form 
efficient distribution groups called 
swarms. A torrent file is a specially 
formatted binary file. It always 
contains a list of files and integrity 
metadata about all the pieces, and 
optionally contains a list of track- 
ers. A torrent file does not contain 
the content to be distributed; it 
only contains information about 
those files, such as their names, 
sizes, folder structure, and cryp- 
tographic hash values for verifying 
file integrity. Depending on con- 
text, a torrent may be the torrent 
file or the referenced content. 
Typically, internet access is asym- 
metrical, supporting greater 
download speeds than upload 
speeds, limiting the bandwidth of 
each download, and sometimes 
enforcing bandwidth caps and 
periods where systems are not 
accessible. This creates inefficiency 
when many people want to obtain 
the same set of files from a single 
source; the source must always 
be online and must have massive 
outbound bandwidth. The Bit 
Torrent protocol addresses this by 
decentralizing the distribution, 
leveraging the ability of people to 
network "peer-to-peer", among 
themselves. This allows people in 
sharing their data information to 
huge mass using the same service. 
Ironically the service has been 
mostly misused by its users. There 

oo 




CI)e pirate pap 

has been much controversy over 
the use of Bit Torrent trackers. Bit 
Torrent metafiles themselves do 
not store file contents. This ser- 
vice allows people in sharing any 
type of files without any consent 
with the users free will. So the site 
is infamous for sharing movies, 
albums, song, and shows among 
others illegally. Everyday thou- 
sands of illegal downloads are 
carried out by its users. Bit torrent 
metafiles violate copyrights by 
linking to copyrighted material 
without the authorization of copy- 
right holders is controversial. In 
2014, movie "The Expendables 3" 
DVD-print was released to torrent 
sites a week before the release of 
the movie. This resulted in mas- 
sive damage to box-office collec- 
tion of the movie. 
So torrent maybe the most im- 
portant sharing network internet 
has ever given but has been mostly 
used for video piracy and copy- 
rights infringement that causes 
huge loss of money and employ- 
ment. Thus such sites should only 
be used for other purpose rather 
than breaking the law. | 

END 
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'My Source of Satisfaction and Beyond the Immense Imagination' 
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oday, as I try to focus my eyes into the texts of 
concise pieces of books around me, my excited mind 
drives me into the ocean of imagination of physical as- 
pects and hidden dimension of the words. I don t know 
why? My internal thoughts towards it create such an 
energy that tends me to explore each and every part of 
my surface imagination but beyond my immense imag- 
ination there comes a stoppage saying "Why? What if 
the phenomena right behind that physical equation?" 
Then, I de-excite myself into the orbit of daily bound- 
ing knowledge which only binds myself towards the 
expectation of my parents, teachers and sometimes, I 
feel even the phenomena has just devised for, I mean, 
just the exams. My unanswered questions; whom shall 
I ask about it? My queries just revolve round and round 
within the mind, transfiguring me to different situ- 
ation, in search of answers. Sometimes, it makes me 
mad, on such critical condition where my imagination 
couldn't destruct the barrier that could accelerate my- 
self further for exploring something new for the world 
mankind. Me- following towards the path of success, I 
observe individual components that I feel around phys- 
ically, I think about the stability of stars, reasons to find 
the analogy between the flowing rivers behind the cliffs 
and the uncontrolled tears that I get around my eyes 
when I can t find stability of my thinking and my roam- 
ing imagination. Why? Why is it for? Has it just trou- 
bled me? Or is it the problem that every 



"I think about the stability of stars, 
reasons to find the analogy between 
the flowing rivers... 




student faces during exploring Physics and physical 
science. But whatever other perceive about the 
immense, exploring, boundless and infinitely ap- 
proaching natural phenomena describing Physics, 
I do adore it from my biological ears and physical 
mind that always drives me beyond the immense 
imagination and provides a sort of satisfaction ex- 
ploring it. THE PHYSICS. . . !!! 



SHIVA ACHARYA (U2) 



19th century 
scientist 



I must find the 
explanation for this 
phenomenon in order 
to truly understand 
Nature . . . 



21st century 
scientist 



I must get the 
result that fits my 
narrative so I can 
get my paper into 
Nature . . 



I 
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.Please wait for a whale [. .] 



DON'T WAIT ( 



'Make it happen 

you need to pamper yourself with things just so you can be happy" 



I could clearly hear the 
birds chirping, singing to them- 
selves and waking their little ones 
up for the day. My eyes were still 
closed listening to the beautiful 
morning sing to itself among the 
beauty of the nature. The soft and 
content feeling that my heart pos- 
sessed every single morning was 
beyond its imagination. I never 
really wanted to open my eyes and 
get away from the beautiful pic- 
ture that my head and heart drew 
together. Although every morning 
was the same, yet every morning 
felt different. If only we could stay 
closing ours eyes like this, if only 
the whole day was as clam as it is 
now. What would it be like if we 
wake up like those very birds and 
sing like that. It would be a para- 
dise where we lived. 

If only coping up and re- 
maining happy was that easy. If 
only everyday was as beautiful as 
you pictured it to be and as adven- 
turous as you felt and if only you 
woke up to the soothing chirping 
of the birds. Many of us would 
be close to half of the happiness 
that we imagined. Well, if I'm not 
wrong, maximum of us wake to 
the disturbing sound of the alarm 
or to our mother's voice making us 
wake up with the means that are 
almost unimaginable. You most 
probably don't wake up with the 
feeling of having to face yet anoth- 
er day in this world. You mostly 
wake up with just random feeling 
with no opinion of what the day is 
going to bring to you. You end up 
having either a miserable day or a 



randomly amazing day. I wouldn't 
mind saying that at the end of the 
day you do sleep with no thoughts 
about the day what so ever. 

What if changing this 
small side of our lives where we 
tend to take life for granted helped 
us to overcome the feeling of not 
living the life to the fullest and up 
to our expectations? As much as 
I feel, having to wake up safe and 
sound every day is itself a gift of 
life. The morning's light clears the 
night's darkness. You wake up to 
the chances that life gives, to make 
your today better than yesterday. 

On the contrary, there is 
nothing wrong with feeling bad 
but then again no matter what, it's 
still your choice and your own re- 
sponsibility. In any moments, there 
is always something to be upset 
about, to complain or to hate. But 
there is also beauty, love, under- 
standing and blessings all around 
us. Only if you are completely sat- 
isfied with what you are doing and 
where you are, then by all means 
this is best source of happiness 
you can ever receive. However, the 
content and satisfied feelings that 
we possess may sometimes turn 
out to be entirely wrong for the 
future. At the end of the day, you 
should be able to make yourself 
happier and content. 

As Marilyn Monroe said, 
"I believe that everything happens 
for a reason. Sometimes good 
things fall apart so the better things 
can fall together." Life doesn't nec- 

oo 



essarily consist of storms and sad- 
ness all the time. When there is 
nothing wrong with whatever is 
going around, then why make a 
perfect day, completely useless? 
Storms don't last forever. Things 
don't work out for you unless you 
try to make it work. Happiness 
doesn't come running behind you; 
you need to go running behind it. 
Your ultimate dream is not to earn 
money and own big houses and 
cars, it is to remain happy with the 
success you achieve. At some mo- 
ments of life you need to pamper 
yourself with things just so you 
can be happy. You need to under- 
stand that whatever is happening 
defines just a part of your life, it 
doesn't define the life itself. If it 
weren't for the hardships you went 
through, maybe you wouldn't have 
been stronger as you are now. Re- 
spect those hardships, move on but 
promise yourself one thing that 
you will not waste a day remaining 
sad about things which you won't 
even remember years later. 

Each of us has a lot in com- 
mon, we live in the same Earth, 
the same air, the same sky but then 
again why is that some people are 
smiling and happy while others 
sulk their way through life? If the 
environment was to be blamed at, 
more than half of the people would 
be sulking at this very moment. It's 
not the environment that is mak- 
ing us sad; rather it is thoughts 
within us that are making us sad, 
it's our own head. But then again 
we do need sadness, because it is 
the best means to make us under- 
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stand what happiness truly means. Half of us are even breathing right now just merely because of what we 
had to go through. It is because of the strength we possessed while facing those bad times. If we didn't give 
up back then, why give up now? Its still the truth that we all had to struggle our way out to even our 

eyes when we were born. What was that struggling for, if you were to give up on 

everything now? You at least need to take the credit of those battles, you 
need to prove your battles right. Things don't always shave to work out; 
there are over 7 billion people where good things need to go. It does 
take time for it to come, but when it does come then it will give you / 
the world's happiness. Every bad situation has a positive side to it, 
because even a dead clock can show you the correct time twice 
a day. 



Everything will be okay in the end; if it isn't, it's not the / 
end yet. Relationships break, people go away, things change 
but what happens in the end? You eventually fall into good 
things, you often enjoy, achieve and have fun and you are still 
not satisfied then why not just wait for the right time to come? 
Why not wait till you get your results in the end? There are 
just 3 C's in life: Choice, Chance and Change. You must make 
a choice to take a chance or your life will never change. When 
everything feels like an uphill struggle, just think of the view from 
the bottom.you the correct time twice a day. 

_UDIPTA BOHORA (AS-B) 



In 1919, in the United States, it 
was illegal to play radios in private 
homes. 



A cockroach can survive for 9 days 
without its head. 

American travels about 114472100 
miles by air every day. 

If an alligators eggs are incubated 
below 86°F, the offspring will be all 
females. But if they are kept above 
93°F, they will be males. 




Amazing 
RACIER 

TO BLOW Mi nD 



1 A human heart pumps enough blood to fill 100 swimming pools in an average lifetime. 

2 All babies are color blind when they are born, so they only see black & white. 

3 Now this is cool ,the tongue is the strongest muscle in the human body. 

4 No pain in the brain! Do you know our brain does not feel pain! Even though brain processes pain 
signals, the brain itself actually does not feel pain. 

5 The only part of the body that has no blood supply is the cornea in the eye. It takes in oxygen di 
rectly from the air. 

6 You will be amazed to know that 50% of human DNA is same as in banana! 

_ASHWIN POUDEL 6 PRITAM GAUTAM (W2) 
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'Their bowling was invincible but their batting was shaky though/' 

The attitude swinging among the Nepali cricket followers during the 2015 ICC World Cricket 
League Division Two was really fascinating. From the beginning though as the underdogs, a few months 
before the tournament the Nepal national team spread optimism around its fan base by assuring that the title 
was within the reach of the Nepal Cricket Team and that it was there to be won. That optimism faded once 
the actual tournament started in the most disastrous fashion for Nepal, losing to a comparatively weaker 
Uganda side by two runs. The sheer disappointment and discontent of the Nepalese public was clear 

social media as well ; 
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on other platforms. The Nepal team had to per- 
form; and they had a mountain to climb when 
they faced the in-form former ODI 
nation, Netherlands. And 
heroically enough, Ne 
pal overcame what was 
meant to be the tough- 
est challenge of the en 
tire tournament. The 
disappointing loss 
to Uganda was left 
behind and a fresh 
new sapling of hope 
was planted among 
the fans and the play- 
ers alike. Nepal sud- 
denly seemed to be the 
favorites. Their bowling 
was invincible but their bat 
ting was shaky though; howev 
er they eventually got the job done 
The same fairy tale bowling show contin- 
ued for Nepal against another former ODI nation, 
Canada. Nepal won that game fairly comfortably 
too, although a few hiccups towards the end of that 
game did no good to Nepal's chances later in the 
tournament. The next day, Nepal beat hosts and by 
now, the favorites to lift the tournament, Namibia 
quite easily as well. It was Nepal's bowling that was 
making all the headlines. It was arguably the best 
bowling attack in the Associate and Affiliate scene. 
Now, all Nepal had to do to get to the ICC World 
Cricket League Championships and the coveted 
Intercontinental Cup was, beat Kenya. This way, 
Nepal did not have to worry about any other re- 
sults elsewhere. Promotion, and with it, the future 
roadway of Nepal cricket was in their own hands, 
unlike previous precedents where Nepal had had 
to rely upon unlikely results elsewhere to progress. 
Nepal was heavy odds on favorites to win the game 
against Kenya. Promotion was guaranteed; future 
of Nepal Cricket looked bright. But when the day 
finally came, 

Nepal succumbed to a defeat at the hands of Ken- 
ya. Nepali bowling failed to cover up the batting 
flaws when it truly mattered and favorable result for 
Netherlands in the other match meant that Nepal 
was prevented from promotion. The sinking feel- 
ing that Nepal started the tournament with, was 
the same feeling that Nepal ended the tournament 
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This defeat to Kenya meant a huge loss 
to the cricket development in Nepal. 
Nepal was prevented from compet- 
ing for the ICC WCL Champion- 
ships with the six ODI nations 
according to the previous for- 
mat of 2011-2014. But, this 
was a far greater loss that 
just the tournament. Nepal 
would later go on to be in- 
cluded in the tournament 
as a result of changes in for- 
mat by the ICC but this only 
meant participation in one 
ICC tournament. Nepal would 
now miss out on the Interconti- 
nental Cup, a four day tournament 
organized by the ICC that provided an 
opportunity for the winner to go on and 
challenge the lowest ranked test team for a Test 
status. Nepal would, even more importantly, miss 
out on the huge funding provided by the ICC. This 
meant that the central contracts provided to the 
core group of players could now be a one-off show- 
ing. Also, this meant that all the development costs 
for infrastructural development in cricket still had 
to run through government funding, which also 
meant that the same old tedious process of impress- 
ing and convincing the ever changing administra- 
tors had to be done. It spelled disaster for people 
expecting change in the field after the tournament. 
THE PLAYERS HAD CARRIED THE TEAM TO 
ALL THE SUCCESS IT HAD ACHIEVED, now it 
was time for the AUTHORITIES to STEP UP and 
DELIVER the goods. 

The so called "golden generation" of Nepal 
cricket could only carry the sport so far. The devel- 
opment of cricket in Nepal should in fact start from 
the grass roots level. Nepal, once considered a giant 
in the age group cricket arena, is now slowly fall- 
ing behind in the U-19 and U-17 level as well. This 
is due to the lack of proper domestic tournaments 
in the age group level. This is the so called "golden 
generation 5 of Nepali cricketers. They are basically 
the same players who helped establish Nepal as a 
major force to reckon with in the age group level in 
the past too. But, if Nepal wants to keep playing at 
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the same or a higher level in the future, the future 
generation of cricketers should be promoted from 
NOW. School and college level cricket tournaments 
have to be organized on a regular basis. Moreover, 
the domestic structure of cricket in Nepal should 
be developed. The best way to develop a sport in a 
country for a sustainable period is by getting a con- 
siderable amount of the population to play the sport 
on a regular basis. This for starters, develops the 
bench strength for a team like Nepal whose bench 
strength is next to none. In fact, not only the first 
team but the bench is also pivotal for the success of 
any team in any sport, not just cricket. Injuries in 
sports don t come calling and when the crucial play- 
ers or the talisman of the team get affected by inju- 
ries, the balance of the team can only be restored if 
you have at least a player of similar attributes, if not 
the similar caliber, on the bench. The bench strength 
of Nepal or rather the lack of it was exposed most 
noticeably, during the World Cup Qualifiers in New 
Zealand last year. When Nepal lost two key mem- 
bers, Paras Khadka and Subhas Khakurel to injuries, 
Nepal's performances in the alien conditions looked 
awful, to say the least. Nepal eventually finished 9th 
among 10 teams winning just one of the matches 
in the process. Surely there was a huge hole in the 
system and the room for improvement looked mas- 
sive. The other thing that developing the domestic 
structure does is, keep the cricketing season going 
throughout the year. This way, the Nepalese players 
can keep up their game even during the off season in 
International cricket. For a country like Nepal, who 
have a very light international calendar, this would 
also ensure that the players stay fit and ready if and 
when they get a national call up. 
Another one of the major hurdles for development 
in cricket in Nepal is the future security for the 
players who dedicate their life for the game and the 
nation. Can a cricket player sustain a normal life 
with a family by only playing cricket? At present, 
the answer is a plain and simple 'No'. We have seen 
promising cricketers like Raju Pradhan leave the 
country in search of employment just because they 
couldn't bear the burdens of their family by only 
playing cricket. There is recognition for the players 
and the fame is unparallel to any other sport but, 
the harsh truth is, fame does not pay the bills and it 
does not join hands to mouth. At the end of the day, 
for most, being a cricketer is only a profession and 



it's all about the money, and that is a genuine cause 
for concern too. So, if the current status of cricket 
is to be secured for any sustainable period, the eco- 
nomic security for the players who play the game 
has to be provided. The core players getting a central 
contract this year is certainly a step in the positive 
direction. This will encourage more people to play 
the game, without having to worry about keeping 
a side job. Furthermore, attention must be shifted 
towards building proper infrastructure, now that 
Nepal will be playing more matches of International 
status. Also, proper training facilities for the players 
and a well equipped new national academy are the 
need of the hour. If sufficient amounts of budgets 
are allocated for cricket development and if the al- 
located budget is spent wisely by the right people, 
this distant dream can easily become an immediate 
reality. 

Thus, on one hand, the recent success achieved by 
the National Cricket team is certainly something to 
be proud of, while on the other hand, it's not some- 
thing to be contented with. Nepal has the potential 
to be among the elite in the cricketing world and 
with a bit of attention from the authorities inside 
the country as well as outside the country, this game 
of cricket can be taken to the next level in a nation 
like Nepal. The huge passion for cricket in a non test 
playing nation like Nepal is unmatched in the As- 
sociate and Affiliate scene. Building on the recent 
success and the huge fan base, Nepal can certainly 
go a long way in cricket. Hence, by implementing 
afore mentioned points for the mean time and plot- 
ting new development areas like building relations 
with the boards of bigger Test playing nations like 
India and Australia for exposure, the recent success 
of the cricket team can be emulated as well as bet- 
tered in the very near future. Let's all pray that the 
responsible personnel for this development take this 
sport, which is uniting an entire nation during the 
time of turmoil, seriously and complete the job at 
hand without any more hiccups like the ones expe- 
rienced in the past. We hope and believe that cricket 
will continue making us proud in the near future as 
well. Jay Nepal, Jay Cricket!!! 

_PAURAKH PAUDEL (U2) 
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Jasons parents were proud of him when 
he graduated from college. But its been six months 
and he hasn't got a job yet. In fact, he hasn't been 
serious about it. He has no idea of what he wants 
to do and he's confused even with higher studies. 

Jason's living with his parents and the things 
are getting tensed, especially with his father, who 
accuses him of being lazy and afraid of entering the 
real world. He thinks his dad is being totally un- 
reasonable. After all, he's only young once and he 
needs some space'. During a recent argument, Jason 
said, "I'm not you, dad. I have my own way of doing 
things. I want a job I enjoy." His dad replied," That's 
a nice idea, but in the end, they call it work' because 
it's about making a productive living not having fun." 

There are many youngsters like Jason who 
are having trouble getting started with a serious 
job and becoming self-reliant. Some of us, like Pe- 
ter Pan, just don't want to grow up. Some are afraid 
of making a wrong decision or afraid of being re- 
jected. Others are victims of what psychologists call 
magical thinking'. They believe that when the time 
is right, everything will fall into place. So they wait 
for opportunity to come knocking or until they feel 
inspired or excited about their next step. Unfortu- 
nately, it doesn't work that way. What's crucial is to 



Things happen and opportunities appear 
most often when we're moving, not stand- 
ing still.. 



BEGIN. Things happen and opportunities appear 
most often when we're moving, not standing still. 

Momentum is vital. Basic physics says that it is 
easier to alter the course of a moving object than to 
start the movement initially. In the end, it's not re- 
ally about finding yourself. It's about making your- 
self. The first steps are the hardest, but the key to 
success in anything is, well, at least getting started!!! 

AADESH RAJ SHARMA 
(U2) 
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"What if we just like to wait until even someone of the very far and\ 
|f/ie very rare would be in the list of chat box?" 
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ONLINE 





live we ever wondered 
why weTsit online? What 
is the thing that sticks us 
to Facebook or Twitter or 
Youtube? What might just happen to 
us so that we can t extract ourselves 
from the trap of the Internet custom? 
Is it just a hab it, an unavoidable or 



in some circumstances preventable 
as well, or its a kind of serious ad- 
dictiveness beyond our perspective 
and will power to endure against it? 

If we are really to talk about 
habits then the worst case might 
be that you cant keep your head 
straight unless you're logged in? If 
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the scenario is the same then 
it's time to step up to change 
it as soon as possible. Lets 
elaborate it further. A hab- 
it can form if we render the 
activity over and over again, 
many times, unless we feel 
like getting convicted in not 
holding to it. Boredom, as 
per the experts cant be ac- 
cepted as a mitigating ele- 
ment in addictiveness and 
formation. Moreover, Nir Eyal has 
further elaborated that "Boredom is 
the internal trigger while notifica- 
tions are the external trigger to habit 
formation" (Hooked: How to Build 
Habit-Forming Products). The kind 
of boredom that forms within us 
excites us to an admonishing degree 
of impeccable instability that we 
can no longer hold to our I-won't- 
do-it-today plan, and we end up in 
consoling ourselves. But what if the 
habit is a bad one? That we propel 
more than 50% of our time online? 
What if we just like to wait until 
even someone of the very far and the 




id 



Diagram 1.1 

very rare would be in the list of chat 
box? That's too ridiculous and actu- 
ally a ravage of time. These activities 
might have graving effects and ruin- 
ing results, those that can never be 
in our favor. However, the saddest 
part of the story is that once a habit 
formed, it can never be completely 
extinguished, it's the Golden Rule 
of Habit Change. The action in the 
diagram 1.1 can never be unaltered. 

However, we can, for our 
best, change the way the habit cir- 
culates. The excitation would be the 
same though and we would get the 
same result as well but we can at 
least change the way we make that a 
routine. Suppose boredom has lift- 



ed you to heights that you can't 
resist to be alone, you decide to 
visit a friend's house; for that you 
can at least visit a non-smoking 
friend than a smoking one, this 
way you won't allow your exci- 
tation to lead you to smoking 
and you can save yourself from 
bad habits. Same applies for us- 
ing Internet as well, in spite of 
using Facebook if you ignore it 
for once, open up some informa- 
tive pages and work on that without 
keeping any doubts about the notifi- 
cations inside, you're surely going to 
overcome your overtime at Internet 
to a fruitful behavior. Thus chang- 
ing routines may help up changing 
bad habits to good ones. Howev- 
er, the action can never be altered. 

We all use Internet but all that 
matters is what we use in it and how 
we do it. Its usage upon us might be 
a well conducted act or a dispropor- 
tionately creepy product. However, 
the question still hails, but why do 
we use it? Boredom can't be the only 
reason for us to be so much addicted 
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THE SOCIAL NETWORKS WE USE MOST 



Facebook 




7 



24% 




19% 



Linkedln 



Instagram 



Twitter 



Google 



Snapchat 



Let's 
be fa- 
miliar, 
cant it 
be due 

Tumblr to lack 

of social 
culture and 
real friends, 
by real friends we meant to indicate 
friends in person. Obviously, it might 
be the most specific reasons for some 
of us, but that's not the thing to be 
put with the sole blame. Did you 
ever know that depression and sad- 
ness can also lead us online? Well, 
it's a real fact. Depression is caused 
whenever our brain lacks Serotonin. 
However, it is also said that the decre- 
ment in Hippocampus (Memory and 
Emotion portion in our brain) is also 




the cause of depression. 
The effect of depression is 
however, lying and trying to 
hide identity which results 
in being conservative and not 
letting anyone to take over, as 
a result we tend to shelter our- 
selves in our online accounts. 
It's too much with the bad, now, 
let's discuss the better we get when 
we're online. It can't be a new topic 
for us as we all use Internet for bet- 
ter cause but nobody's perfect. We've 
about 215 networking sites that vary 
with its features, vibrant and indulg- 
ing. Guess, what's the instrument that 
makes object look smaller? Obvious- 
ly it's the Internet, and these 215 net- 
working sites have so much it them, 
that they can make even the Universe 
look small. Not all of them may be of 
our use but we probably don't doubt 
that most of them are for us and for 
free but only if we use them accurate- 
ly. Specialized social networking sites 
are no longer only for entertainment 
and refreshment, while there has al- 
ways been upgrade on entertainment 
as well. The sites that comprehend 
sharing pictures, music, videos and 
a lot of information are social sites. 
They can be either open to all or only 
a community. Apart from social sites, 
there are sites that target a specific 
group of people like academicians, 
athletics, musicians and all others. 
Apart from them there are sites target 
to Asian-American groups, homo- 
sexuals, black people and lot others. 
Literally, it's difficult to count them. 
So what we have is a whole bunch of 
social networking sites that can either 



empower us to un- 
impeachable pow- 
er or degrade the 
ell out of us. It's 
in our own hands 
to deal with it. 
The sites we 
observed foremost are being 
updated every day with new features 
and new costumes. The most recent- 
ly acclaimed features that went viral 
amongst us are the use of hash tags 
(#...), emotions, and of course not 
to forget the selfies. Hash tags are 
the most recent among all and the 
most prominent tool for putting up a 
theme at which we like to include our 
participation. Emotions (first used 
in 1982,13) has lot more of personify- 
ing the texts; it gives accessibility to 
human hearts and their moods. The 
proper use of emotions at proper times 
can win hearts. By no means, we need 
to discuss on selfies; well even com- 
petitions are held for the most prom- 
ising selfie. Now that's something to 
make us realize how important our 
Internet life can be. However, noth- 
ing ever lasts without equilibrium, so 
there must always be equilibrium be- 
tween both the social as well as social 
networking lives. Let's not let the In- 
ternet ruin our relations with friends 
online as well as on-life. Let's use 
Internet for better purpose and di- 
vide our time in it, deviated towards 
more informative sites rather than 
just mugging ourselves by repeating 
the same status and the same mes- 
sages at our wall. Make use of Inter- 
net, deal with it but don't dwell on it. 
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fcfcRjm^ yfcKffcc? ^fm^crmt / 

qpci/cr / ^ lawful 2# tp^t f# 3rR#^^rr ^/^r / ^# cr ^<vy z&wwfyi -^/<*) 

-jw^rr -^m cf^wt4 cR^ftiu ^rr^t § / 2^ ^, ^ u^wrr, <M<s/tff. wm, <$c(«i<itm,.... 

^e? tftTkf^zrr fc^ft ##wp^ ^R7# #^ ^fg^" £?ew 5f / fcr^lw^ wcr sfcr 

<*fa<y/f ^tT^T^ cff^W / W^tUlT^k ? ^TfWt W&ft sflcfTft 

^#3fr <^)/^$ / ftfj)qn4 wr?w wl-w^^i c ?t^r fcrffotf $mff 
w s^TW ^ I *rcr Mfez f^f iftfc 5T^# ¥^ ^ Mf^mt m 'Tf^mR w ^ / # 
W wwff^^^fwwtw^ f&r^^F$ 3^5^ ^sWf ^Rr ^ I 

§pf , e - ^ or^r ^rifk^ft ? e - ^ 5 ^ ^ / §^ cr es^ ^tew w 

f^ew P?^? <*tl£lil£) ^i^, ijw^ w ^ ^ d^wi4 
^mrn wcpffi ?&£t Mcr ^fr 07^^, / cr^ # fc^rr wcrm$ f¥fm §^ j% 
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3^fto jcrto tof wz\ totor^ wmt, toM^ wz\ wrffe to>r w w^crr to^ / 
2# w>to tor to?r zw^i to to" fa tor to ftow tor? to>r ^ §f# <*?to 
wws^i to^ a?^r ^ot s/^to totor ^ / # to ^rtoto" ^to<w°7 mtw? psrto cr 
^fto tor ^p^, tos ^ ^ ^ra^f ^ ^ w# fa^cri to, to^rr to / 
2# sF^r to to" ^7 cr to^r to' # ^ / ^<to to£- w# to)(to ^frnz^r to> to^; / 

^ to 5 ^" to ^rto" to^ %srw cr to" M*7<vy/4 tow> sftoPi to to, to^ ^r^r 
^ytrjjzi, %w ^ c(*M^w, to ZcflZcictiobi «/#»//<^, ftoto" toto too?, sis^r to 
^ 37^r jtrft ^/tor cRrto tor totor ^ z ? $ to^ w wm*mz to' ij§£tt 
uj&f tot cr ? to to<w ^6^(4 3°/)^* ^r^fto to ^wr^w tof%to wz $ to" ^pr 
? cr? wr ^jcr^i^t to^f WQ$&§. to to" to" Ito to" to to ^*%fr^ to 
toto / etor? w to" wrt to wtor w ^ to§ uih$(4, to" #rt ^gto to?r 
oicf ^tp^ p?to tor to 2 to ^?7wr ^fR, to toto to" » §to^r ki%^i4 to^rto 
tortotopto ^to wncto ^teto" to^" tor to cr^to to" to 1537, to cr? 
^rtor tow tor cto 7 totor to" w 'pW to tots^- ctotor ^/ 
esf er^" to' fTftow : ?r^r ^ to ^rrto wto?" to ^r-^to" to toto to^ ¥ / 
g£ to? to- ^ ^F^to" swto to to^; ^to/ tototo w$aci to^rr to 
toto ^to to ttoto ^7^; 1 w^w^ zw to ^ "^to ? wn^^fi^^ to^ 
^?to ^w toto? ^cr tototo ^ =to ^toew ^rw ^ ^tow to^ 
^to ^ ^/torc^ s^to" ^tor ^rtor ^to;/ *F#to^#?!ww 

toTto^T toto toto tor to^" * ?w, tototo 5^ ? to to; ^ ? 

^w, tor §£5^ w 5?i^r ^ ^ ? tocrto ^ to^" tow ¥ / stofy, 
^rr, ^www4 to to tor spr, *m fowl y&wt ^> tor ?to?to" ^totor ^ 
sto wmrnr to" =to" to? <r&y«i&t! w ^to ^r / ^ to^f ^toto, to 
^f§^to to to tocft toto f%tor to ^fto ^ =tor w toto ¥ to" tocrccr tor^wr 
to'' to" tof ^r^rm ^to / ^ w to tof tocr to / tor ^sriw ^tw 
^TDsi^to r 5f3?> ^ ^i&h^ ^fr^ I 3 5 r : J&ftnzvr to to^to to^ toto to to^t, ^to 
3to to? / tto" w*f5f& to^r to tor, toto^ tor ^ to# %to 
toi^r, tojfTW toto s^toto toto to^> ^ cw ^rpto tow tor to% to 
cc^wm TfTwiwid ^fFtoto tofR ? Ti^w ^nto ^toct^ rFTto stoto, crwr to^- 
wto to tor crwr toto ^nj%to toto tofr toar / tor to to? to toto" 
^tw to ^f, ? toto^to 1 ^ ^ / totow to to^r to to / 

5to^( to^ ^ ^*>K ^ ^ / # «//c^*/<y^ ^//(y)*l w/ to w to^^^^cf 

^ to ^ ^r ^Rjto to^ tow toto to ^# to tor? to ^ to ^ to ^ 

wfio^i ^ ^zwm- to^^r gpf / tor.' ^ ^ cr^to <# ^¥ cr, tor cr^ ^T*? to , ^ 

3p3?^^w3w^ftototototo"/ ^^'w^tocr^ 1 ^ afto^to^ 

to ftor wpt 
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JPR ^ 2TCpt 73^5T 

"^T ^TT SH^MRi fddHMcbl ^UrlKa^T ctviT c)|fddHI 34dcbl 



^ll^RER vdNI+H^RsI t 3TTW ^MHcHI^ 
faf^TcT ^f^t ^Kdmi P^MH STR?T ^rftF- 
^TRTRT ^TFRT !R ^TPK ^fh# Pt^FT ?MT I *RT 

coo c 

^r ^rfer mimi** i ^rffN" t ^ft- 

cR^MMI^ W3TR TFrT^r^TR H-MI^H eT^T 

o o o 

o 

c^frm"^rf^r ?r^t J\4^$*mhh\ 

3H«Kd MWcf ft ^R ^FTRT fWr^t RT- 
R 3^ttmRT ^ffM ^T^T ^R^F oi| fib 4)41*) f^S 

i ^rt +<hi^ r#t q%Rrat, yi^Pd* f^fwi 

o 

^R RTeRT R##T M 3T^TcT RW f^PTF 

^R RT^RRT 4<HMH I 3R; ~J^J ^7 RRT 

sneFTwtf # <H^bdic^+ ^fhrr^t tr tj^r i 

hR^IK^ q%^T 3T^T RRR ^T^T 

o o 

i %r ^ ^ wtt^t, faRR rt^t 

RIR^T R^TR faR ^RR 3JWI«MMId t 

CS O 

RR RR?t f^T? | W cRM? 3TTW <H-dM RRT 
RRR RRT T cR HpMK^I <H-dM+l *RRT ^ff 
^l^+H fRT ^RRT? ^R^T ^mi^HM RfcT RRT 
^R WRRTR tr ?RR ?MT RFR RRT 

o o o 

i ^rrt? fir^cT w M ^Trrm" 

W?^t ^RTTT t f^R Tpf T|Tf cTFW r^rt- 



qf^r^m fnr y^HH tr f^4t i cjrt+T ^r^rR% 
#t +Phhi ftrw ^tM ^<+PHd Tift Rri i 

W ^HHI+I WTI tr ^TFR 

c4f 3TT^T9T^T ^RTcTFTl fiffe ^ f^PT Tjft I ?4t 
RFPT ttr f^T, ^T^T W3TTWr ^TT WTT Rt4t, 
^MH+| ^MlPH^Idl fw 3tRt 3Tf^Tr^F 

^ VW++| o||eHim TTR" ^ pcWHcH TT^cM 
3TT^T9"RFT ^R 'HI^Hd ^RT^ ^HM+I P^-HdH 

^r^RMtTTT ^rr? Tjfr i wr^rtt ^fr 

^FTRR" ^TTMT TRT ^ 3TTW ^RRT ^ 3TRTT- 

o cs c 

3R ^HN+l ^RdT ^TR W4t cR #^RT 

3rf^T3#r ^sT, %R^R cR r^RMT? W 
^RTTJR ^r^+dl+l ^TR ^Nl^l ^TR^T Tjfr I 

O Cs 

R^it ^T, ^R qf^"^T srf^T 3Rf^R 3H£K+| f^TRT #T 
3TTW ^ H H H I ^ STffer ^I^T ^TR?t I ^TR-^TR # 
STEWT-ST^RRR 3RfWl f^RRT STTORT? TRT^T 

3TR^T cHl^chc£| f^i | ^TR WTT ^ 

3Tf^TR qfr^j f^rft I ^RTRT H^l^+I TO cR 
^^cAH Hq^cH ^T^T PtRFT trt qff 3TRR: 

TcoT? ^P+4l I tR^TR tr # ^ #^5 T ? 

<HM+I 3TR^T R W ^R4W I ^R"^T: dPd^l+l W #T 
3TTRT I 3TTW cTTRT? ^TfcTR^ RRT c irfH^ #T dPd^jl+l 



INFINITY I 2015 



TC^t ^FRR rTR F^T W^TTfW t 

o o o o 

^#R5 3Tcf: ^ffcMT WTp^RT W I ^fcf pRR 

o o 

c*RT W ^RT <#*ft ^TR RR tr^t ^R R? I RT 
H-R^l W 3RTTRRRRI WTRTT? W*TR Hp<u|d RR^T 
R srf^T WTF^RT? P^RHcH 3{ftRRWT 3R4R HI^Hd 

'#rt wn^T ^mMciichi ^rr ^itFr rt rtt^rtt 
i r^ tor mi? 7 ^rr?t f^Rfr i ^fNr 

t M^PsftH d^HHI^ ^?RR W RJ ^ HHVl ffcpft 

f^T 3T^ ^NH^l ^IHHI^I Rf*T ^RT 
^PTftTfe RT RT pRR I ft"R T #T 3R£T# ^TRT 3TR^ 
3RRT TR qf^T 3Tm RcT^fRR RT 

C CN 

w rrr rt Phhmh r# srf^r w 

CN 

#r r? i 

\3T RRT R3R ^R RI^ RR3RR 

#r tr; r^ Prr; rst RRR cf 

¥t Prr i ©4><hw<*h ^f^r rr wfe r rrt 
R#t f^T fa^RcT RR I R ^ r#t rrt^rr 

fw#rt fai i rt ^r^r strr F^RRfRR 

3^53 cl^TR^H ^fFR^T R?R?r f^Rft R^ft, TTfR HhR^i 

r^t f^Rit iWr 3rf5r y^pd^^i ^t^t ^rt 

CN O 

i R TCR r«RH+l R^RT ^RT R<?RT 
faRRFt RR?*RR cfR 
^TfcRT RRRT RRt RT WW ^iR^^I pRTT I RRR 
TTRT^T RpR RR WP) RR RTRcT RfcT RcoT 

C CN -\ 

#T pRR cR 3RRRR RR? t^HI-M R ^RTRRT 
3R£T ^tcTT? HHH^I ^RT W^TT fw Ft 

I 3{R^T tr^t ^f^T *5 ^TOT Wfe f^TRRR 

W ^I^r ^RT I 3RST ^HHfMI 

^ #T WoTRT ^t^T ^f^Tt cR r^RT WcRR fNcT 

fkpfr, to™ ##r 3rrm t f^r i ?w ^r 

I ^TRT WTT #^RT WTT t 

^fRRT 3TRRJT W^t, ^MI 3TRTRRRR STT^TRRT ^ffWr 

' O CN 

srraT wfr^t ^strtt srf^ ^ ^ ^ ^rt 

cRF fe3 ^fI fw 3RPRRR 3R^fT? ^F^T RRFW 



i Pt^ft rft F^rrff ^trrr ^r?T ^t%^t Ph^m ^ 
^fr^r f^nfr #w ^rt t t^t strtt cr strrtt wn 

o o o 

| 3RT ^ ^ff^RR 3rf^RT ^TRT f^TRRR ^ ^pff 

^ f^r i ^t^r% ^f^r fcRr ftrrc q% ^rt ^rrr^ 

WT^TT 6lP^^I srf^T ....I (f^TRT ^dHI^I ^R 
%#^TTT t ^TT^T SRTRTC>T ^TR #T ^Pd^^l 

^RTTW I) 

3R^^RT ^R^r ^RT ^dHH 

^RRT y|U|ch| 3RCT ^RRRT 3T^RT ^RT^RRT 

Cn ~\ 

f^TT ^ #^Rf ^R^Rfm ^TR" I ^RTRRT 
3R5T 3RT ^<*\ 3Tf^R 3T^trt MtRT # 

I ^Rfl 3TRR9RRT qf^R^l WTT 3TRFT3T# 

m o o c cn -\ 

^RlJcd ^iw^ 3RcRT: 3R^# ^fw ^TR 3T^T ^RT 

' I 3 CN O 

^ l/wfr ^TR 3R^TRR ^TvRT RfftR^l ^RR 

3TRTT*TRR mW 3RT 3R^T W ^T#^T I 
WfRT? ^ ^^RT T 3RRT ^pTb^i WTI cT ^fT^% 
^"^TT^f Wl ?R +|4+1 3rf^R^ HilJriH | 

WfRTT? 3REWRTT ^TvRRT ^RT RR lw rT ? # 

_J ° ° 

^%^T ^TfR W^TT ^RT RR FRfT 

^T^fRR^r 3^t^t ^r^n^r ?rt cf ? ^^rt wra ^RR 

^TR rf ^[RRT Pw FRTT cR T^^RRR ^T#TT ¥R 
WR T RF^ #T dPHlJ^i p^RT ^RfT I ^%^T 
WR PR^ FRRT^R ^^FRR ^iP^^d W W ^R 
cR f^RTT R^Rnf^T t ^RR WW 3RRf , %WRT ^R 
I ^fRRR cR^TRT ^RT ^f^R ^TRR W W 
HHI^ TKRF^T ^RRRR 3R^ % ^RT srf^T ^ RT: 
<H^lRR I 

3R: ^fm-W wfcRR pRR t Ft I 
M-WI ^MH^I TT^ft t |R cR # 
^MH^I ^ ^TiT^RT #^RT ^^RT FT ? FtlR ^R 
^riW^F f^T ^fft^RRR t ^#RR, f^R f<R 

O O ~N ' 

^RFR ^MHH ^MHc^ 3R^T ^R I 

o 
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RM" oilcHHI RfcT W ^crff , 
oR.eH s||d RfcT c^lcb'l 3T^R Rf 

I -T cf eft xH^ctDi 55 Rfr 

oi\c| H chl ^T2fecTT ^T; T cT fcHcbl 

3R rr Rfr ^ftcpraor 3rri 




^TT^f <H6|cH IT^T <*HWI R^R RRT 

3jcTid^i rr hmi^cii^ ^ Tjfr wr^I 

I 3TM RT TT RRR W R? STTTT^T eft epfe*^ #T 
faRT HRiR RT?R T #T faRT 

H^H^cM ^iqrb SRRR^l RFRR R| RT RRTT 
RR T ^Mld RR l^xfipd RRT R5 | cR 

*5 *T RR7 T eft i^RRRf RRf^R 

H>ldH RFR, RRT *T ^ft RR 7 # 

3RfWrT OT^Ml fRRT TT RT fR R^ 

Tft tt r%t grtt rr rtr rIr It Pr; i 

RR? RfcRR RcT RR?T Pr; fTTR 7 !RT? W 

^tr rt rrt ^fr rr rrr Ptr 3^ 

TT 3)miPd< W R%, "RR, ^ff RJ RT ^ 
HI^Hd ^ 3rf^T fRRR? ? ®|MHI^ RRRRT ^R- 
^ I" RR RT R^R? RTT I 3T^T 

far rrri rr rr *mmi ^r 
Rr ^ivA rt, "rr, t ^fr r^t% Hi^Hd ^ 

3TfH !RR ? RRR? R ^R^t Rff £R RT faRT 

I" 3Tft- RT "RR RT R RRT M cf p 

I ? " w ^rw, "Prt rr wfr, wtt 35 

RT ##T 3RTRR" RT I" srf^ftf RTT^R 7 ^R wft 



fR^ ^ RRT RR RR^T RWT 3^RT wfcT 
^R R#^t W Rt ^TRT ^R%fe t Wil ^R 

%RT ^R ^RfT HI^Hd W ^R? W 
Wil I RR^RRT Wf RRT 3#T ^ft 
^TTqfei cT ^PR feR 3T^FT 3TRSRRRT t WI fw 
T M ^RT TR^R T MRcT R#T RRT W TR ^PTR 
R^R W I 

cR RRT ^cR ^fcT R RR RRF #3 T ! f^R 
3TRT RRT RT ^R cT R I W« ^R R#R 
R# RR ^^IR RRSTRRRi #7?T R^R 
pRT I cR R^" FR ^R" ^R RRR %l 3RRTR RI- 

I RRR ^TdRRl RR ^ RWT W R| I 
WR^T RR I rR RTT? RRRRT Rfrf #T 
RR 3RT7T r^HP^ W M RR M l^R 
^ddleH ^KRR Rlt I T RTR R^" ^T^" RTR R^ 
RT RR RRRR I RTT? fFRRRRTT ^R #RTT I 
^R 3Rjfe RT^ it^ RR RRR? RT R^ I RTT^ 
cTR RTR 'RR 3RR RTR tItTR #T ^ftR f^T I 
xffR fRTF cT RRT f^RT^RR I M RT RT^rfR 

3RTRT ^RR RRRT RRT I ^ RR fRT 3TW R|; 
^ffcf R| fcF ^ftf TT 3TRRR #ft #T f^TR RR I 
RT-RT M 3TRT ^RTRR fMt cR TT RT RR^t 
f^TRT I cR RfcT ^R ? RTT? RWI 3TRRR RRR 



INFINITY I 2015 



r^fr #^RT WTT <T Mr I ^RRT 

fcRRR W t ?T¥T ^MH^I 3Rf?T I M 3TTW 

o o o 

3JRp^ T r^RT f^T 3TTW ^NH^I W hRTT, W 
TO ^R ^R I 

o 



#RRTT f<RT ^T^FT I ^TW *T W f^fl*«*«HI 
^R h^§; r^T ^rHt ^R ^?T 3TT^f W ^RT3TFTT 

^TT ^ 7 3TRFRRT I^T? ^ 3jfa 

^ JH^M f^T? ^R W *R^, "3TTRT, ^ 3T^T ^RR" 

^rNt fst ^rt ~h 3t^t ffli ^r t m^mi 

HI^Hd ^RR 3TT^TRT I 



f^H5TT cfoft (N2) 



PHYSICS TROLLED 



1. 



YOUR BUILDING_IS__QN_ 
FIRE 



3. 

WAIT TILL THE CHAIR IS 
ABOUT TO TOTCHlTpE 
GROUND 



RE- ILLUSTRATED BY 
RAHUL SH REST HA 



EEE 
FF FF FF 



JUMP FROM THE 
WINDOW WITH A CI 




A. 

JUMP FROM 
THE CHAIRMAN 
LAND SAFE* 
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-w*$t mr (j2) 



"sf^fr ^Rt ^R pRI^I 

^t^ft ^Rt ^rpfr r«ni*i 
srrar ^fr r«Hi+V 



'Tfp^T ¥RM, ^RRR 

3TTWRR 7 M Pd^l^l STTr^TT 7 TTfR^T 
^it ^RSR ^ I ^TRK ^T^T 

^TT, W f^R ^RRt, *R? TOR ^R WT3t 
RRT f^T ^RT ^TRRR I ^RTRT M ^%7R ^R 
^R" ^fewW 3TTTT^M STT^T^R^ W 

% t^M^i W Trtfr f^RT I 3TRfT^fft- W^p- 

^ ^R ^TRR T WTT 3T# ^H^l TTRRR F^d 
^TRR I 

I^T c^i^H x^f^r ^TR ^ ^ft ^fTRt fcTffT- 

^rr? ^r i t^frm <TFft, ^Rfnm ^rfr t st^trrt w$\ 

cRR ^RT fcT^TT, fcT^T cT W f^RT, ±JW>H ^R 

^rrt? 7 *t fcRT ^ ^nfr f^nt i t 

m^T cbfe<?Nld fcrtT M %RTRfT eRR fcRT sfTHt 

*TT W I 3T^t fh^RR^t T #RTT ^ ^?R 




oo- 




3f^R <T*§ I M 

^NH^I HAIHH ^R 

3R ^fcf ftTCt ^RRT ^TPT 
^5 I fcRfRR ^ <RT, 
T <H+R<H f^R M 

^RRT ^ ^RT 

# I ftnfRRRFF ^fr- 
TTRT W 

'T #RTT I fcPfrff- 
TRR sRRcT R%- 
^T, ftlft-R^T 

^TRR 3fT%- 

^TK 3T r 4^ #T 
cTT^TT t I fcRfr 
^Rf, ^R W 

t3rf^RT 3T^tt ^RT 
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H<n<Mid ^rtrtt? ^r f^ff t w ^rt^r g^p w^rr? 

#W tr PH*|41 I TT Fd^NId t ^tsrt 
^RT ^ i fcnfr% M IR^ W <RRT 

° ^TT^T fc^T I STRsfRR f^RT M? WOT 

i w t t^ w^t m? fcntrarr? 
wt i fcnfr% ^nh^i ^rttt p 3t Ph*i4i i 

| fcT¥T ^TTq% 3RR" M ^fpRT ^RR?T ^ 7 M 

^NH^I ^q^ERT STT^T" W * W^T ^TT^ f% 

cR W Fd^MId v^cHchl cfiw ^ | 
TT fcT¥t ?TR% ^TT°t s§ I 

HH^cA, 3JRT tt fa# W# *RPFT ^ I fcrtW? 

c?RT ^fpfTT cRR ^RT ^T^T ?MT cR £T^T 

W ^ I 3T^M H^K^I ^ft ^ ^rfl ^ I 

tt fcnfr^fr? wir *rit i fcrtfRrr? ^tr tr ct 

#R cR M ^RRRTT W *T ^TR ^ faR*R 
3Rm?T t W I fcP?t% cT f^TRT f^TR W^T 

m% ^T^T ^fl ^ I TT 3T#R ^1 ^ r^HP^ 

iwr ^frat tttwt ^rtrtt fcT^Wr? ^^fft" w fc^ 

W% £T(oT I fhrft W ^T^T ^TR fcT^ft M 

^NH^I IR^RT fRT^T, M^T^ cRFTT ^ ^TTTT 

®R7 # I # ^ ? .... 

m^T, ^RT, ^TT, SRTT 7 ^FRTT ^rTRT ^TT^T r^t I 
?4 fWfr TRR WTT, r^ft f^rf ttt^R r^t II 

3TRT fe^Tt ^Nt, McT T TRF, ^TR ^ r^ft II 

srfeRTR ^TRT I 3RT fhrfRTT? 3T^R 3^ 

#RfT, TTRT WT ?RfT, cR ^ ^MH^ I ^T^T 
^RT McRRTTft ^TR ^ 3rf^T fh^t% TRfT? ^R^T TTRTT T 
ftT^T ^TFT ^RRTTT^T TR ^ I fcRf^T 

3RT ST^t^T TTRRTT ^TTR f^T feRfe TT ^T^T ^, 

srer...^ ot... £r ^t^t i 



^ct tfter 



a 

CO 

s 



i 



Gravity^ cTR ^Rdt ^RTR trtt? 
fcrat conventional direction of current 
^RTT ^RRffcR 
soft iron WI ^ft 

^rfcRT^ Newton force 
ttt MiPd^ p.d. apply ^R 
cathode rays PRF^" ^ 
M 3RcR ^Ir^KRsI 3R 

o 

rays f^P^ IpT 




^TT 3RT electricity pass ^RR 

plate off 1R #RT 
TRTT? TRT H\*U\i reflect ^ft 

o 

vaccuumTTT 

o o 

W Newton ^R wfe^T 
r^dF* tt w cT ^FR^T 
^R cR^" 
^sR #T ^R #^RR 
W Einstein ^R wfe^ 
fWf¥ fcnfr r^ff ^i^mi Pr^r 

^RTW ^R 
r^TT black hole% fcnfRfT? WRT TR s£ 




\ 



H*ui ^RT^ hormone 
^ ^TcJR tr #R 

o o 

W transplant ^R 
^rt^T Rfcf^TT #^RT rejection^ |%5 
r^t ^Tfe accept #R 
3TRT W ^frT dilution WTl 
TRT srf^Tr^ t ^WF 



3R microscope^ t t!r ^RR ^^d 
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if 



V 

I 



/ 



Filter ^Tft precipitate fWl^T *TC^t 





crystal TO f^T^T ^RfHt 
^Pd<H$ W^T tr 

^siPh terminal velocity 

o 

^Rft ^fcMT fa^TT^ W^T #ff 





c 

*#kk fa 

repulsive forced 
*RT inertia 35 cR 

fatfT ^TT TOTCW f^T 

cR ^TRTT test tube^R ^RT? ^ 
volatile ^ 
fartf^ THTT ^ 

laws of conservation <?TFT tt^T 



*RTT5 ^ffcRT^ voltage 
voltage ^fcRJ# high ITRT 
phosgene^" WR 
r^Hp^ 3H^f M Tnt 

NcW HPd^ll 

^RT cone, acid 15 
stPt wtt ^ farr M ^MHMI^ 
endpoinOTT 7f ^RTft 

r?RM W M fr^T..i 

o 

WRTT Tpf fa 
fafft T *T couple ^ff 
3TpT W t^t ^RF# torque^fT? 
PcMP<+> IT fh¥T 
limiting factor cR^T s§ 
resonance^t 3TRT t ^PR 
fa*ffa faflt natural frequency^ 
^ft snMcl frequency 
fam~ r 4 ^RT ^P^T 




*rfa deflect *T^fa fa 
_ fa^t galvanometer % t tPt 

trt #T solvent #1 ^ 
I ^RT WRT ttt% 

o 

//A 




oo 
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VyH^ | 38 



3T^ ^R TTE£ <||I)H | | TT HR^Kchl it^ 

<WM*) IT^ ^R 7 HHM*| Tr% ^RR- 

RTO HMlR* I I T^R^T ^RR eHMI^I tte£ Uu\4\< 
R^T | I *T RRT R^R RR WW 

^ ^r^nr ^TR^rr | i r?t fawR? wfr Rtrr w 

STFTcT^T ^RRT 3TT^fcT ^R 35, R*R 
Sff^R^T ^ftW ^MH^I ^I^H RFT T^F 
3RR W^T RfRR RT 3i T R*T ^RR SRfRR ^RR RT 

Rff hhh^i Rrrr ^ <IWH 

fcdt, iRT RRRR WRf Rt$R^ T Rlft^T IR^RS I *T 
3R^F1 ^RR ^6 RR I *TRRR ^TR RPR35 
R5T R^T cR *T RR 3RdR=T ^ ^RR ^TR%T I 

3R %R TOf *u|(^ W TRf^RT RTR RTF W fr^RT 

O CN c 

^TR^R I 3T^ £<RTR FRR R^f t ^ I 

TRT ^R RT IRRt, "IT #dT, ST3RT 

TR ^ i" zft RR? 3T^ #fepr Wf ^ | 
RTT RRR ^l^d^l ^dRUINId 3TR TRT 
!R #T I ?jR JIMlRdH 3RTR"^t RR tr^T 

RR RR^T RR !R rRt WTT I RRT 
^R^TTR R?R RsR?T R7 RRT rRt RFR, T^RT 

RRRcT ? ^<=H^d*| 3TRR?R ^RRR? ^R^T ^RT 
RKI^<u| Ti^rr qRr ^R RlRf ^RR cR rRrR 

^r^t Frfr ^fr hhi^ rr r^t ^r^fr ^r 

RQ^FT #T I 3TR qRr ttt^T ^TT%RT R# RR^T "RTRT 
W RR I 3T^ #T RrRrI 6H^+| jVcRT cT^TT 
^ 3TTW^fT? ^TRRfr^t 3TTfR ^RTTQ^ ^RT ^H^HNH 

^ff^R W ^TT^TRR ^MHIrH ^T^T T TTT^T #R I 

fes ! fei ! fes ! ^"RT^rr? ^rr w #w 

^^M*) W mI^RsI Rr^T tr ^ I 

W W 3T%% W^TR^T 3RRR1 RrfW W 



fl^ (A2) 



^fR^T Rldl^<^| I ^fRRTT cHIIcM TjfR^% wf 

w^nfr, ^fR, ^m, ^mf wfRT, ^trt^, ^fr 

WW^TTi H<^l^< ^FT T HP^HI*) ^RTST W^R 
TT 31TW 3R^T 6lPH<^ I ^tft ^T%t Rr^i Rft T 
sp^l ^RRR^RT ^FR ^WT ^R^^fT? %f^RtWT 

i Rr ^rfRTTMr^R T TTR^rT w^t ^Rrt ^trt 

MUtWT I rTT Rf% ^TF?T R%Wt ^TT Wrft f^T 
RRRR ^fRR^^TR T ^TRfT hR!<H^I #T^T, t T%T- 

w ^R^r ^tRt Tt^r i Rr%^ni w# 

^T^T ^ft ^R ^FTT ^TRT |Ir ^TR ^ TRT- 

wi^ i ^rfr <\%*\ Rrtr w %ctt ^rt ^t- 

RRtWTI %^TM ^RRtRr^W <NldMldmi %WT- 
^ ##1 ^Rr^I I t% 4t ^RRT^T 

cbfcHHI ^MI^HI^ r^rt ^PT f^T fR I W# 3TRRR 

Rrr ^trrt^ Rk^tr ^f#r ^r |r i 

R^ft t tRrtt tr^ tr^trrt rR^t 

O CN o 

^R I snft ^R R^RTTR 3TRRR %f^R |TR I 

^RR WRTRFF WR R#^T Ft I WT Reft 
RR" ^FS, WlfR gTR" 3f^T ^5 3tRt WT 

?Rt?RT #R ^5 I W ^sRR ^FRRTR WW 

cs o o 

^R P+pHH*l ^TR RlRT R^-R^i RfR^T ^F^ ( oT- 
R? RcoT ^HI^H 7 ^RT SRft^T 3RR R^Rt^ t^RR^ 
3T^RT W ^fRR^T ^TRrft ^RT^T ^RRtRR RT t 
3RRT WT cJRR 3TRT ^ I 

M 3TRT$TRR 3f f cRRR ST^R^Wr RrT ^TR^t 
Rf^T ^5 I ^Nl^+I ^F^RT <lRd^d|chl ^ftRf R^t 
ft^R ^, 7 fa~SR ^^Rr^TR" RT^t R^RRRI RT: 

4di^H ^ i ^tRrr Rr 3rt^t Rtxt, ^tr #t Rr 

RR^ cR ^ftRRR ^R ^FRR^Wf R^RTT RT ^5 I 
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3TFR" <H-dFd ^RT fH^ft, 3TTWT 3tFrr «jt? ^WT 
3TTWT TJ5 ^T^T Rft ~J^\ ^RfrT R ^ll* ^tWT 

3TTWT TO 3T^TT f5T f?T W ^ftt, "3TFTT f^R^T W 3R^RT ^RTfT W ? " 

3TRR ?#R, "R^T M W^T ?R ^F#T #rT, ^ M W ?r ^cTfcT^ cf ^f%^ McRT#, 
3R RR RT ^ 7 ? " 



^ wfe It ^rr?f^ cr ^rfertwr 

^RfrTR ^RT HFHH< R #3 ^R ^RT ^7%WT 

RR, ^T^R^T WTR # m^rr ^d^l ?§TR giPi^mi 

31Wf ;^ W ^RT ^R 7, RRR R7T ^ RRT 

moo o ^~ o 

3TRT7FT ^ ^JW, "3RFR <H-dM RW *f£TR ^R H4M>+) Rff R^|^^| 

EL V 

IrfrRRT RRR? RR RRT cR" R^ft ^sR 

R?ft fspR ^Pff ^^?RT 3R cR ^ ^HR TFT £rf^T 
RTT RRT faWRT ^RR 7 M fa^fl ^RdT 3f RR 

^TfcT ^ Fr; TFT RRR? RTR RcTR RR #R #3 

RT f^R tr 3R ^RR RR ^Tf^T 
RRR OTR T R RR 3RTfe TR ^ 
RR # R#R RRR RR ^R 

R^fr r^tr^ ^ rtrtt ^rtr faR ^fr tr 

3TR ^RW^ 3TTRR ^ff 3TFTRT? f^R wff W 
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^ElggH 40 



o 



• • •* • 

fa^t ^rfcf 

c o 

WcT^ ft TO ^RT 15* 

^T^RR ft 
^TR tf^T *TR5 
^TR %f^T *TR5 
M If H^MM 

^TcM #TW PH^mi 

^pfr #tt ^ ^5 



* 



W? ^TTfT 




v: ^VN^lS^&f •••••• • 



;{.*. .'<iv: ...» : 



... i,. 



,' kit! " ' 



5te (W2) 



^HT' %^TT, TT^TR" 

w^t -^r f^s ^rr^ 



' # ^fTR fe^i ^TF^ 

M ft Hfe-^rH *rfcr fe^s "RT^ 



_(HtoiR?rar mi3i# (P2) 
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<*\<H$\*\ 3TTWTT Tc^-Tc^ 

^TTW 3TRT^T ^6\^<\ 
M^T W^TT TTQ^T I 

3TTW ^W-STT^^TT ^FsfT 

^1 cjRcfi ^ i 

W, WT, T ^^fr^RT, 

^TTW 3TRT^T ^Ivsfcl 
M^T W^TT m^j I 




3TTW ^RT T srf^TcTT ^HIIdH ^T^t 

3TTW ^T-3TT^T^TT W$\ 
3T^# effR s|Rcft ^ | 



OO 
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42 



^rt ftr^T ?T CRT?, WT^", 
fafasr ^nfcT, ^tw, str", ^R^fh^r hf% 



T TiWT ^T%^T fT^TT <5FT 7 H^^hKch) 

^T^T ^T^TT ^)<*K 7 ^-^FT 
3TTW ^JcHI^ ^tfcR Mwij 



fa^RR ep^HHWI ^TRT^ ^ReR^ 

sTcffe *tr f^t Mr TTtew *t<%^ 



IjHUT 



" TTf^TcT 




%cT ^ ^ft ^TtTT STT^T f^T ? 
W W #T <lf^A|dl ^ feT ?? 



3t^£ 3lf^g5rft (S2) 



^Mt# wftrf^T 3^T3T ^R^R 



3rfer ^fcf, fNt ^ftr 3tf^t ^ffcT wft 

^[Tf^ ^RRTT ^t, ^TT ^T^" TOR 
^TcT ^RR HpfT f^T ^TTff ^TFW 




TO 7 +^^H|^ tj^ ^R^R 

o o ^ c 

f^RT ^T, 7RRTT ^"t %W ^5 
^iF^H W^J H^lch «K+K 

^ ^ftiz ^T^RfTRT TOR 



^iq^tCI (F2) 




oo 
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^fr4 ^mi w^r wtt ^Nt *tt^ i 



^ oh 'Tl oh | gfM #T ff^- rRTR ^ *TRT, 

o o -\ o ' 



O O ' 

^T%T-^T%T % ^ Pt Wt ^T^T \% 
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^T^fT TO? STTr^T^W 

#r fcF w*r *trt fa^T 

^ft #ft qi% W? TTPTT *TT^3 I 



3MT 



iwr <htim ^fr T m^t 

f^M <Hidmi ^f^t^t ch<n^chi ^pfr fn^t ^ 

^TT ^f*TCT W fcT¥t ^FT^f HHHI^ ^ 
3TM 3HT? IWF chl^slHI ^ M W# s§ I 

Pd^MlS 3f[^fnT ^TT^fr ^ 3T^T ^ M 6lPdd^ 
3TRT fcT¥t WIT? T #^f ^T dlFdH^ I 



_imm 3te (Gi) 



3TRT, M f^TT ^FR f^t ^ffW ^ 

f^tfmi ^ ^T WW ^if t W 3TT#t ^ 
3T^ ^T fh¥ ^TOT ^T ^T ^fTX? ^ ^ I 



oo 
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M str *s ! 
^fr ft *fr ? 
*tt? w ?R 
3TtPtT t to w ttt^T 
^TRT^ f% 
M ^RR *5 ! ^ 

^fr ^rrt ?t *fr ? 

o 

^rr or? 

o o 

^^TRT^t ^TtTT ^TRI fR 
^CT HHdlHH sAdHdHH 
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Utter Silence surronds me, 
As I cling to myself, 
In the warmness of, 

The cold chilly moonlight. 



I can see the earth burning 
To light up my mind, 
And see the unseens, 
Of what's straight and behind. 

Cold and breezy wind whispers to me, 

To pass a message of sight, 
Through the sounds of mist moving, 
In this golden moonlight. 

Clouds surround the moon again, 
But everything is clear I feel, 
Because soon the light will penetrate, 
And shine through my soul to heal 
All the misery and fear of pain, 
But I'm happy in this cold night 
Cause I'm in the warmness of the heavy 
moonlight. 



KSHITIZ KARKI 
02) 



Mannequin 

All lonely and alone I stand, 
Nobody to understand me at all. 
World's reality has turned away from me, 
There's no one I've got to call. 

Tossed around here and there, 

No one cares the pain I feel. 
Taken about to unknown places, 
Opening wounds yet left to heal. 

No ears to listen for, 
Unheard shouts of agony I scream. 
No inspiration to lead me on 
To the reality I dare to dream. 




All chained to unseen barriers, 
No keys yet to set me free. 

No steps to lead me to 
The one person real to me. 

I'm only a mannequin set on 
AcceptecTwholly as mudvfmite. 
Who knew I'm also real inside? 
Bufldst not in this reality to suit. 

IATULADHAR 
(P1) 
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Its tough to move on 
Carrying small reasons, 
Small enough to break your 
heart, 

Strong enough to tear apart, 
Who knows what happened? 
Even I was all broken, 
Those drops of thick tears; 

Fate that had given, 
Its hard to swallow them 
And bring out that fake smile. 
That betrayal was a demon 
Or thirst that satisfied 
Left behind were ragged clothes 
Screaming with fear 
Fear to drag my dreams back, 
Fear to hide those wounds back. 

Yes, I may be wrong, 
Maybe I crossed the boundary 

But what about those 
Who pulled me off my purity? 
If I say they are wrong 
Society will chew me alive 
Like food of their hunger. 
One who was left to die? 
And wet in blood, wounds 
And dirty scratch as 
Crying all the time for justice. 

What if they are jailed? 
Or hanged to a horrible death, 
I won t get my purity 
Nor those dreams. 
Brother says move on, 
So does my sister. 
But is it that easy? 

I know it hurts, 
Kills me everyday. 
But I can t move on 
Forgetting yesterday. 
The feel of love has lost 
And lost is my world. 
Now, living with the tears 




And wound from the past. 
Those broken hope 

And faith I see, 
Making me realize 
I was the victim, 
Victim of the society. 

DEEPIKA AGRAWAL 
(E2) 
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What is life? Well, I might say its a sporadic achievement, 
Rather than mourning on phases between adulthood and childhood; 
On disparaging ground, it would rather be an unassailable truth 
Vindicated with the transfiguration and realm of time. 



On comparable scenario, I see my soil as my figure of image. 
But I've seen it manifold, though, always been on an oblivion stage, 
Bulwarked by dark towards the abyss of preeminent thoughts, 
Only deluging enough for me to realize the wave of premonitions debacling even the antecedent in slots. 

I may be just a curio goaded by uncompromising but annoying facts, 
Reeled and reneged by the air of urgency that would upgrade me to the empirical reeding stats, 
Air and voices named after the disciplinary rather provocative conferences of some statesmen 
Well, I'm a peacenik, I sought a languid accolading Lazarus but they sight for transfiguration on perspec- 
tive of secularity and autonomousity. 

I'm fed up rather distracted by their Utopian sincerity. 
How could they even hauteur to us? We made them, we brought transfiguration. 
But now we exist in intangibility diminished by the thoughts of suffocative integrity. 
Let me flow, don t let just wait, let us transfigure again, let us hope again. 

ANIL SIWAKOTI (U2) 
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Her feelings aren't any joke to laugh; 
Her tears aren't for grabbing sympatw; 
She is not any object to shatter, 
A "human" with who you fulfill your thirst. 

As the sun sets, her demand rises; 
And her duty is to make you satisfy. 

You don t care her pain 
Because you are just happy to gain. 

Every time her soul cries and 
You can t hear it, 
Because it needs a heart to hear 
But you have a heart without any humanity there. 

She is being trapped in a mass 
Of human-faced devil like you, 
And she doesn't know how to escape it. 
She is worn out of fighting because 
Every time she failed it. 

Her dream is vanished, 
But somewhere inside her 
There is a hope, 

Which helps her to live- 
Among the devils like you. 

SUBINA SAPKOTA (B1) 



ALISHA SHRESTHA 
(E2) 




GRAipWOTWER 

A stretch of a mile on the face, 
Melts the world 
The specs and gray hair, so beautiful. 
Not even nymphs compared 
Wrinkles, making you even wiser 
Roots of all, evergreen 
So fascinating, so amusing 
Your single step can transform the world, 
Of being the predecessor, with the grief in 
heart, 

But happiness of your successor 
Holds the lives regardless your own. 
Like a dog 
Like a tree 
Like a sun 
Like air. . . 
For us always 
Long live grandma, long live your love. 
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Still the memories are fresh in my mind 
The day I first came and stood in the line. 
My heart skipped a beat as I moved down the 
stairs 

Wild thoughts crossed my mind, I felt tense in the 
air... 

I saw the room number, I saw my future friends 
Excited as I was, I wondered how it ends. 
As quite as I could be, I searched for empty seat 
Summer season it was, unbearable was the heat. . . 



So I sat in the last, just to observe every eye 
Then a guy said "Hello", I replied him with a "Hi" 
Less that I knew, anything of his kind 
Discovered a true friend in him, unlike other I 
could find... 

As time went by, hours seemed to fly 

With every teacher I met, my ambitions became 

high. 

So ended my adventurous day of college 
My very first day of college... 



JUBINDRA KC (S2) 



new Beeinnins with ma Love 



I see the hopes rising from the horizon, 

I even see a gloomy morning bringing a new desire again, 

I feel life in a silent stone, 

I hear the ocean singing heart taking songs. 

They symbolize me in a rapid action, 
As I have chosen life's beautiful section, 
Forwarded from the boundary line with no pressure, 
I am inhaling an aroma untouched from every danger. 

This is how my life is filled with treasure, 

Surviving a victory with full pleasure, 

Clean and peaceful like the water and the dove, 

I am capturing each moment of new beginning with my love. 




ANIMA BHANDARI 
(S2) 
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Those beautiful flowers and sparkling light, 
She was happy, everything seemed so right. 
Only heard sound was melody of her bangles, 
Her hair perfectly stood behind without tangles. 

And that smile was spreading magic in air. 
Today her charming face looked much fair, 
Her red lips were just ready to smile 
Waiting for husband coming from thousand mile, 

Was waiting since years for this time to come. 
Dying to listen, "Dear, I am home" 
Looking out from window, her eyes seemed shy 
And her pounding heart - how can I deny? 

Looking at the mirror, she rearranged her dress, 
Making all attempts to make him impress; 
With no patience, she walked here to there, 
The time, she will be with him was so near. 

That time just came, she heard the knock, 
Rushed to hug him, opened the lock; 
Holding her breath, she opened the door, 
Oh no! Destiny again played with this poor. 

All his promises and words turned lies, 
She didn't find his sparkling eyes, 
With his eyes closed, he lied there still, 
And his heartbeat - she couldn't feel. 

It was just his body without the soul, 

Her bangle's melody now sounded like moan. 

No, it was not her, neither his fault 

Killed by demon, he was found in vault. 

The country said, he was killed by mistake, 
Consoling her, they said they'll compensate. 
Those compensations couldn't bring him back to 
his wife, 

She lost her love, she lost her life. 



Now her lips won't smile again, 
She has only got grief and pain. 
He died, they talked and forgot next day, 
Then her life was pitch dark without light ray. 
Nowadays, she gaze looking at the star; 
Thinking he must be one there so far 
Neighbors say, these days she don't talk, 
Some said, at night restless she walks. 

Hungry she had nothing to feed, 
Her life was pointless, no one to lead. 
She was thrown out with no rent to pay 
Now, thereby the street she lay. 

I saw her yesterday, covered by filth, 
I could do nothing, just felt guilt, 
She wandered here and there for food, 
Poor she! To her no one was good. 

Today - she is the one whom you throw stone at. 
But you don't know how badly she was thrashed by 
fate 

Today - she is the one you laugh at and call mad, 
Yes! I know her pain and all I do is feel sad. 



AASMA SAPKOTA (R2) 
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I CEept slowly with the^T 
dark_black hands along the pitch blac^H 
I was near -the b^se of 'chirryyy. I stopped and 
slowly put my toe in the charcoal. I waved the 
stars, they wished me luck. I put my other leg 
down. I tried to maintain the dead silence of the 
thick darkness. The eyes could not see a thing 
not even my own foot. I was its cause for I had 
cut the mains. 

She should be somewhere near; I crept 
out and found myself in much darker for the 
stars had farewell me. The darkness was its max- 
imum for it was a new moon night. The dark- 
ness should have come there from hell. But, then 
darkness was what I preferred. 

My pupil had conquered all of iris. I crept 
slowly, slower than death without letting even 
a small floorboard to creak. The roaches were 
learning from me to creep. I felt the wall with my 
invisible hand. I started towards the stairs, those 
stairs which hold many of my dead memories. 
I reached the dark staircase. I bent, bowed and 
put my hands on forward stairs and started to 
crawl again. Nothing-nothing was visible I was 
alone with my hands, my amplified senses and 
my pounding heart. I could feel my heartbeat in 
my brain. I felt like my mind was pounding. I felt 
the blood through each of my veins. 

I could hear the heart still not ready, but 
my mind was determined. I crept and crawled 
without letting a small sound to born and 
reached the first floor. A small frightened ray 
made my iris victorious again. The light was 
coming from her room. I crawled a bit further 
and reached near the door. I could hear her soft 
voice. She was saying something, cursing the 
lights I guess. I paid scant attention to her words 
for my ambition was to tear her to stop her heart 
that had hurt me. 

I didn't move when I heard the floor- 
board creaking inside the room. After a while 



ZLhe fl&br bo&m HLdn'txreak for a man with 

heard. I crunched 
)or. 



E 

V 
E 

N 

G 
E 



TheranfiIHp!*the study ta 
ble was fighrfra^ith tl^ darkness. 
It was watc^Bg me, ^t was staring 
at me. Illuminated by the candles 
' light, I saw her back covered with 
long lush of hair turning towards 
me. She faced the window and 
her hands were on the table. 
The curtains were on so noth- 
ing of inside was visible. I 
stood very slow slower slowly 
than death. 

I approached her si- 
lently very silently. The candle 
was scared, it grew dimmer. 
My determined brain con- 
trolled each and every senses of 
my body. The floorboard didn't 
creak for a man with death in his 
mind was above it. I kept on mov- 
ing slowly, my legs were full of sweat 
which made the floor below them wet 
I felt a drop about to drip from my brow; 
I cleared it with my hand for it may have 
had disturbed the silence of death. My heart 
was already dead which helped in maintain- 
ing the silence. It forgot pounding. I could 
hear her heartbeat which was going to stop 
soon. 

Death was behind her and she didn't 
know. Ha! Nobody knows where death is or 
will be. I was already just behind her. My re- 
vengeful eyes were upon her. I brought my 
hand to my back and took the knife which 
had been waiting for its turn. Her heart that 
had hurt me was about to be stabbed. 

With light speed, I seized her head, 
with one hand which covered her mouth. 




oo 



INFINITY I 2015 



STORIES 



54 



Her screams were muffled, her shrieks were muffled. 
I was bringing my blade to her neck. It collided with 
her hand and fell on the dead floor. 

I held her with both of my hands and pulled 
her down. Bang! The chair banged on the floor which 
killed the dead silence. With one hand I held her neck 
and with the other her lips which I loved. She lied on 
the floor. I was upon her. Her hands were on my back 
tearing my skin. Her teeth were hurting my hand but 
still they muffled her screams. I squeezed her neck as 



tightly as possible with 
feel the agitation 
feel her scared 
it, its sound 
moment. My 
stamps 
neighbours, 
with all my 



w 



all my might. I could 
of her bosom. I could 
heart beating beneath 
increasing every other 
legs pressed hers for those 
might have alerted other 
I squeezed and pressed 
might, already a couple 
minutes why she isn't 
ready? I was stimulated 
muted screams vibrations 
stopped, she became still. She died I guess. 
I left her at once. 



on the wall. "Ha! I'd killed her" I shouted 
suave, I'd killed her. I burst into derision 
which soon turned into cries. Tears 
were unstoppable downpour. I'd just 
killed her and it was my revenge 
and it was a blunder which nev- 
would be forgiven. I cannot 
myself. She was the one 
loved. I stayed be- 
watching her, crying 
tears for she was 



was 




her blood. 

I saw 
blurred vi- 
the light 
for it 



e r 
forgive 
whom I 
sides her 
and shedding 
shedding all of 




I stopped, caught my breath, I re- 
frained and I hearkened. I heard- I heard 
her heart, her heart, it was still beating. I could 
hear it pound. She was only unconscious. My 
mind commanded me/ to ravish her. But I 



didn't for my heart 
was the girl whom I 




the knife with my 
sion. It shined crimson on 
of candle. It was delighted 
had killed someone for the 
first time. I brought that knife 
and lay besides her on the pool of 
blood. The blade that tore her skin, 
that pierced her heart, which killed her, 
was in my hand. 



That blade that stooped someone's 
heart for the very first time stopped another one 
too. It pierced my heart. And there lies my dead body 
with my dead love in her dead room where the candle was 
still watching me. And, the Darkness conquered the 
Light forever. 



didn't let me for she 
loved. 



H e r I eyes, they were wide open 
staring at me asking the reason. Her 
neck, her face had turned pale blue, 
my hands reached the knife. I start- 
ed having a flashback from her first word £ Hi!' to her 
last 'No!'; Stab-stab-stab, I stabbed her again and 
again. She bleed I stabbed she bleed I stabbed she 
bleed I stopped for I was out of my breath. 



o 
v 
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Blood came out of the crevice of her bosom 
which led to her heart. My hand reached her bo- 
som. I felt its softness, I felt its stillness. Her heart 
had stopped. I, with my dead love in a pool of her 
blood. I who had been a fury stopped, I held her 
head, her hair, and I had killed her. Tears were drop- 
ping bit lips had anawful grin. I threw the knife it banged 
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^ As I run my pen on this fragile sheet of paper, there runs 
a life so miserable, gloomy- as blank of happiness as the 
white of the paper, and hopeless, I must add because it's a 
futile spur to envisage existence hereafter. 



The darkest shad- 
ow of the brightest sun showed 
12, the time of noon. It was all 
dark; no more than the smoke 
that tied together the sky and 
the earth. Along with the smoke 
of fire of life, the stench of the 
putrid and the lifeless bodies 
stretched miles into the horizon. 
And then there appeared an old 
woman, carrying a cane to sup- 
port her lethargic body in one 
hand, and in another holding a 
hand of a young but incomplete 
boy. Relaxed and unhurried, she 
toddled on that suffer land. Her 
face was burnt on one side; her 
body so curved; one can imagine 
a curve of a parabola. Her curled 
hair seemed like the frizzy 



strands of dry coconuts and her 
clothes were torn and dusty as if 
she had been buried under the 
sand for a decade. 
"How is the scene, mom?" the 
boy asked her. The fragile eyes 
of his had lost their sense before 
the end of the war. He saw them 
start, but now he couldn't see 
them end. The war took his eyes 
and left him with blind breath, 
black soul. 

"Eagles are hovering and 
the dogs have no time to pursue 
them," said his mother. "They are 
working on the same corpses." 
They, the old eyes, saw only the 
great big things not those small 

oo 



flies that were going together 
with the eagles and the dogs be- 
cause it was the time for the big 
things and the big powers. She 
started explaining to him how 
the corpses were lying one after 
another and resting one over 
another, and how the dogs and 
eagles were snatching the flesh. 
And, the boy felt someone being 
stepped on by his foot. 
"I stepped on someone's body 
but I couldn't hear him yelping." 
He signed and cried, "I think I 
have lost my hearing too, mom." 

"No dear son. People these 
days don't yelp; they only feel 
pain. They are tired of yelping. 
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They have been crying a lot for 
all these years." 

"How does the man look like?" 
the boy asked her. 
"He looks like your elder broth- 
er" the woman said, paused a 
while, cried and continued, "a 
young laid wearing a completely 
different dress and containing a 
thousands of mysteries in him- 
he wears a Muslim cap but he 
is not a Muslim because he has 
a read Tika in his forehead- he 
cant be a Hindu; he wears a 
Christian necklace- he can t be a 
Christian because he looks like a 
monk by his clothes." 
"Mom, there cant any such man. 
There cant be any man of no re- 
ligion. There can t be any man of 
every religion." He seemed to be 
disagreeing to what his mother 
told. 

"Where's Aman?" he remem- 
bered his elder brother, who had 
just turned eighteen some days 
before. 

His mother replies, "Allah took 
his scalp, Yama took his head, 
Jesus took his neck and Buddha 
took his rest body." 
The boy cried for his brother 
and rememberd every lovely 
moment they had spent togeth- 
er. He cried and cried till his 
eyes lacked tears; the thirsty 
sand filled its thirst. 
"Mom," he said, "I am very 
thirsty, if only I could get a drop 
of water." 

She went to a well and took a 
jar that was resting on the wall. 
She brought the jar full of water 
from the well and gave it to the 
boy. He drank, not much, before 
pausing. 

"It has a taste like blood, mom." 
"Blood?" she laughed a scornful 



laugh, "Blood is not that cheap; 
only the colour and taste are 
like blood. Drink my child. Do 
drink." 

The boy then drank and 
emptied the jar. The cool mois- 
ture felt delectable on his thirsty 
lips. She fetched some water for 
herself and drank a little. 
"It s a little sparser than the 
blood." She said to herself, held 
her sons hand again and started 
walking. 

"What are we looking for 
mom?" he asked. 
"My dead body" said her be- 
reaved voice. 

The boy had no idea on her 
enigmatic answer. She searched 
and finally found what she was 
searching for, the dead body. 
Taking the hand of her son to 
the body, she spoke out: 

"This must be your fa- 
ther." # 

His hands, shaking and 
trembling, fondled the dead y 
body and he screamed: 

"Where is the head 
mom?" 

"What's the value of head if \ 
there is no life?" she replied. 
The sun had reached near its 
vanishing point- half set an£P ## * 
half setting. Dusk.painted the 
sky and they started walking 
back to the cave where they had 
been hiding themselves for last^^^' 
four years. Suddenly, the woman% < 



"No son. I couldn't." 
"Then it's good." He said and 
pushed her into the pit. 
The old woman fell and got 
her head hurt on a sharp stone. 
Blood started flowing from her 
scalp. She cried in pain, "What 
have you done son? How will I 
come up?" 

The boy didn't reply. He started 
searching for something on the 
ground. 

"Why did you do that?" She 
asked again. 

He, still rubbing the ground, 
desperately searching for some- 
thing, cried, "You deserve to be 
there shouting and crying in 
pain. There's no one to help you. 
There, you will suffer the life 
before suffering the death. I will 
see you suffer, cry with hunger 
and thirst, and struggle to die." 
"Why do you want to see me 
suffering? I have always loved 
you. I am your mother, son. 
Help me to come up." 
"Because you have given me * 
birth, you deserve this penalty." 
"I wanted to 'kill you buM 
4^ coul<^A't. So I couldn't kill my- 
> self. Pcan't let you live\afone in* 
x thi£ world." Her voile deepened 
pain. 

started to cry He^ptears 
stared flowing ^wn*the boy's ' 
cheef 

'"♦ut Tcan>kill." He whispered. 
¥ tnally his hands cam^ across a 



^ Llll^ V 



stoped the b^P * dagger that had claimed man^ 

"Son wait, there's a pit forwar^." ljVesuin the war. And miserably, 
"Thank you. You always keep ^ « ^ae more-was killed With the 
me safe. I love you very much, >. ^Bg£ 
mom." He hugeed her ther^e 
asked, "How deep is tl»pit?' 
"It's very deep."*She repn^M 
"Will you be able to come < 
you fall in it?" His question was 
unusual. 



I stop my pen. So^stops 
his^breath. * 



BIJAJf BANIYA (V2) 
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She added after a while, "I guess it 
is the most beautiful thing in the 
whole universe/' 



"Hold me", said she 

She add after a while "Don t let me fall" 

"I won t, I won t till I die" 

"And if by mistake I slip and fall down. ..." 

"Then, I will jump after you and we will live our afterlife together" I 
replied before she could finish her question. 
My reply was followed by an embarrassing silence. Her face got a 
slight blush and a pretty smile. 

After a while, breaking the silence she said, "Let s go to the edge" 
"Okay" my short and sweet reply which she always liked. 
Our steps started in unison with my hands holding hers. The sun in 
the painted sky was watching us walking on the cloud. The poppy 



fragrance of the 
breeze pleased 
our minds. It was 
such a delight. 
Delight-reached its 
superlative degree 
when I found her 
hands in mine. 
We both reached the 
edge. We sat with our 
legs hanging thou- 
sands of feet above 
the ground. She was 
watching the beautiful 
sky and I, the beautiful 
she. The lights from the 
painted sky made her 
beauty enhance. A few 
strands of her dark hair 
reached her fair glowing 
face which betumbled in the 
mild breeze. She looked so 
beautiful that my eyelids for- 
got to blink from that instant. 
I was as always completely 
bewitched by her beauty. 
After her eyes were done with 
gazing at the sun and the pallid sky, 
she turned her head towards me. 
Then, I swirl my head as fast as 
possible and brought my hand 
in front. I tried to pretend as if I 
was about to watch the time and 
all of this just to let her not know 
that I was staring at her. Then, I 
remembered I'd forget to put on 
my watch. 

"What are you doing?" she asked in 
her mellifluous voice. 
I just cant tell her the truth. So, I 
lied "Nothing" with a blank expres- 
sion. 

"I know what you were doing?" she 
replied and gave a laugh which em- 
barrassed the hell out of me. 
After a while she stopped and again 
started to gaze at the sky. And finally 
she spoke out 
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"Isn't it beautiful?" 
"Yes, it is." 

She added after a while, "I guess it is the most 
beautiful thing in the whole universe." 
"Well, sorry to tell you but your guess is wrong. 
There's something more beautiful than this in the 
universe." I replied to sound confidently. 
Her forehead showed slight symptoms of confu- 
sion. She turned towards me and before our eyes 
meet, I swirled my head and gazed at the sky. I just 
can't stand when our eyes met. 
"What is it?" she asked curiously. 
"So you mean you don't know about it?" I 
replied still gazing at the sky. 
After a pause, I again say "Let me tell you 
its God's greatest creation." 
:t Oh, is it so." 
She added after a small pause 
"What is it?" 

I could feel her being curious. 
I just tried to maintain the 
inertia of suspense by 
replying "Well, I 
will let you guess 





giving you a 



you just 
rectly?' 
it 




by 

hint." 
"Can't 
tell me di 
This time 
wasn't her cu- 
osity but her 
anger. But, how 
can I tell her that 
she becomes more 
beautiful when she's 
angry. 

"Very well then, I will do as 
you wish. Should I start?" 
"Yes" a very fast reply came. 
"The most beautiful thing in this 
whole universe, which is also the God's 
greatest creation and of what you are not 
known is is is is 
My each c is' was followed by a curious nod in 
that fair face. And, I repeated 'is' until her anger 
reached its maximum holding potential and then I 
add "is YOU." 

And, yet there was another embarrassing silence 



which had its end when she asked, 
"Let's go, shall we? I'm done with the sky." 
"Okay", came my short and sweet reply. 
I got up quickly before she did. I was to help her 
stand after I stood. I stood up and turn back to 
help here stand then in blink of an eye her leg 
slipped. I was about to get hold of her hands but 
the gravity was faster than me. I saw her disappear 
in the light mist beneath the cloud. I just couldn't 
think of anything else. I jumped after her the next 
second. 

For the first few seconds, I felt like a superman 

going to save a girl, just the difference was 
I wasn't wearing the costume and the most 
important thing at that instant was that I 
couldn't fly. 

When I was out of the mist and my mind 
out of the superman thing, I was in the grip 
of fear of death. I was getting closer to her. 
"You really came", she exclaimed in sur- 
prise. 

Please, don't tell me she did all this to check 
whether I would come after her or not. 
She was not yelling. She was kind of enjoy- 
ing the fall which was not a bad thing to do 
before dying. 




After a 
attempt: 
to get 




unsuccessful 
I was about 
hold of her 



hand 

Our hands were about to 
meet when a loud voice turned 
erything black. Then a small ray 
of light came which conquered the darkness and 
brought me back to my bed. 
I turned the harsh sound of alarm off. 



ev- 
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"It was just a dream", I spoke out with agony. I 
turned towards my brother s bed; he was still sleep- 
ing as if the sound of alarm didn't disturbed him. 
I stayed on my bed thinking and reviewing about 
my recurring dream until my brother's "Good 
Morning" 
reached my 
ear. 

Then he start- 
ed his old sto- 
ry. He said, 
"I become 
restive at 
night and 
somnilo- 
quence 
her 
name 
in 

an 

unclear lusty 
voice and 
retire only 
after a lunate 
arrives on 
my face." I 
wasn't sur- 
prised for he 
declares such 
exotic events 

myriad times each morning as if; I had committed 
a terrible crime. Then just to stop him I asked for 
my forgiveness for my irrevocable act. And, before 
he asked anything about her, I lured him to prom- 
ise to bestow him a grand reward for hiding the 
nexus of mine towards her. 
With the incalescent on Earth we were on our 
way to our college when responding his questions 
were like stopping the bullets of Howitzer. But now 
with God's grace, I had got enough experience and 
practice to lie. My brother s an year younger than 
me for which he is in his first year of college and 
me in the second due to which at least his unstop- 
pable sequence of questions don t vex me during 
my classes. 

We separated after reaching college. And, the first 
and foremost thing I did after keeping my bag in 
the class was to go to the top of the building and 



" / turn backwards 
and acted as if I was 
searching for my 
brother" 



search her everywhere my eyes could reach for she 
was not in my section. If my restless eyes found 
her then the day started good but if I didn't then I 
attend my initial two classes only physically for my 
mind would be thinking if she's not present or not. 
At such time, I was easily noticed by the 

teachers and made a topic 
on which everyone in the 
class jeered. But I didn't give 
a damn to it for I was still not 
present there. The crux of such 
day came when the short break 
started; it was me most of the 
times behind the teacher rush- 
ing to go out of the class. Then, 
it's turn of my eyes to become 
restive. I searched and searched 
and searched. And, there, there 
she was. My eyes reached to that 
angel. 

And, whatever it happened my 
mind started to nidificate var- 
ious dreams. Her mellifluous 
seemed more than euphonious 
not near enough to hear her. 
And, whenever her pink lips maintained a smile 
on that fair face her beauty enhances which cer- 
tainly had made countless to restive. Her piercing 
eyes had a tale of their own to tell. Her long lush 
of hair caught by the dark green band complet- 
ed the unique symphony of hers. Her beauty's 
explanation could never end. But, what I liked the 
most about her was her friendly nature. Despite 
of her grandiose beauty and behavior she had no 
self vanity and the word narcissism was not in her 
dictionary. 

My gazing at her had its end either when her eyes 
reached me or the D.I.'s, then I was off for my class- 
es. Veraciously, on my way back to class, I regretted 
for not taking Biology as my major subject, for if I 
had done so then I would have had a chance to be 
in her section. 

In no time, I reached my class where I made var- 
ious excuses for my unpunctuality. The next two 
classes went alright now for I knew now that she 
was present. I felt less restless during those two 
classes. 

After the long classes ended, lunch break started. 
I went to the cafeteria as soon as possible with 



voice 

though; I was 
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my friends. Still my eyes 
were not ideal for they 
were searching for 
her. Whenever they 
caught glimpse of 
her then they just 
couldn't get off. 
But whenever her 
eyes were on their 
way to reach me 
then I turned my head and 
pretend as if I hadn't noticed 
her and tried to seem as if I 
was busy with my friends. I 
just couldn't stand when our 
eyes met. 

After her it's me leaving the 
cafeteria when my sharp eyes 
were busy locating her and 
legs were like walking blind. 
Most of the times my blind 
legs left me to my class except 
once when I mock a boy with 
my elbow and while I was say- 
ing him 'Sorry' she vanished. 
Again, the classes started to 
which I gave my full presence. 
The classes went good but 
time like a lame ant. But as 
everything had its end so did my classes which 
were declared by the final bell. 
My eyes which were already professional in 
searching her, found her again. She went up to 
the College Bus and I just beside the bus stop 
where I waited for my brother. On the way I was 
always a few steps beside her. And, whenever she 
turned back, I either would bring my old Fast- 
track watch in front of me or I turn backwards 
and acted as if I was searching for my brother. 
She turned and vanished in the college bus. And 
there I stood with my eyes for the first time in the 
day searching for someone else, my brother. 
Soon, I recognized that oval stout face with that 
mischievous smile watching me. His smile left a 
negative impression in my head. He seemed as if 
he had prepared dozens of questions to ask me. 
And most of the time he began "So did my broth- 
er get the courage to speak with her today?" 
He got in my nerves. I remained quiet. There 
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came silence which answered his question. 
Then, he jeered at me and taunted me. But 
soon he stopped. I would have blown a big 
fist on his face and break his every teeth and 
his all time favorite spects. But he was saved 
by my inoffensive nature for a few teachers 
were behind us. 

"If I were you, I would have already told her 
my feelings." He again started trying to sound 
very confident. 

"Really?" I replied "and who will think about the 
consequences?" 

"I don't care" he replied being kind of serious "And 
from when did you start to think about the after- 
maths?" 

And for the first time in his life he maintained 
silent for a couple of steps and again spoke out "I 
can still tell her everything if you tell me her name. 
I just need the other five initial letters before the 
final AT 

I was back in my ground state, silent; for now I 
knew staying silent is the best way to escape his 
questions. The loop of his questions went on and 
on until we reached the ultimate loophole, our 
house. 

Already more than a couple of hours in home, 
she started occupying my mind again and thanks 
to Mark Zuckernberg's Facebook and the virtual 
space called 'Internet', I was able to seek her pro- 
file. I just keep on going through her photos until 
my brother's call for dinner reached my eardrums. 
At that instant, I closed all tabs and cleared the his- 
tory for if I am late even for a minute; my brother 
would come searching for me. At dinner listen- 
ing to what new happened to my brother is such 
a bore most of the times. His lectures as always 
sounded very pompous and self congratulatory. 
When the world's most boring experience tell- 
ing was over and I was fed up with the TV then I 
went to my room where as always my brother was 
asleep. I got on my bed greeted my asleep brother 
"Good Night", closed my eyes and start seeing her 
again. 
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A CUP OF COFFEE WITH 



/ would most probably have been a painter. 



n the 16th of February 2015, six stu- 

dents from Trinity B.Sc CSIT first se- 
^ I mester had the golden opportunity to 
^^^^ interview Mr. Amrit Gurung, the vo- 
calist for the perpetually popular Ne- 
pali Folk Rock band Nepathya (established 1990). 
As we were ushered in to the meeting room of 
Nepalaya, we were brimming with excitement 
and anticipation. He poked his head in and asked 
us to wait for two minutes to freshen himself up 
as he had just returned from Narayanghat after a 
concert. A few short moments later, he came in, 
shook hands with us all and apologized profusely 
for being late. It was a humbling experience, how 
a great rock star like him could be so down-to- 
earth and extremely polite. An avid photographer, 
painter, traveler and flute player, his voice was dry 
and crackly due to the concert, but he still made 
time for us and answered all our queries wonder- 
fully. 

Q. What is music for you? 

AG: Music is a medium for spiritual awareness 
first, and then its a mean of entertainment. Any- 
one in music should strive to be an artist first, 
since no one is fully complete in music; there is 
always something incomplete. If music gives us 
something, be it social, financial or anything else, 
take it with two hands and be satisfied. Howev- 
er, a musician should never complain about not 
getting something; one should be satisfied with 
whatever they get from music. 
US: What might be the reason behind such a long 



attachment with Nepathya, since it has seen so 
many faces have come and go? 
AG: I and a few friends came from Pokhara to 
study in Kathmandu. We loved music, but we 
never thought about making a name in music. We 
used to go to a lot of concerts; Fatteman, Bacchu 
Kailash, the rock band of our time Prism, who 
used to play electric guitar. We used to collect 
pocket money for this. We had a culture of lis- 
tening to music, but never thought this was what 
we would do. In "khyal thatta", as time went on, 
there were so many twists and turns in our lives 
and we ended up doing music, and then I could 
not leave it. My friends left the band, but I could 
not. I had become addicted to music. I was happy 
doing music, nothing satisfied me as much. So for 
self satisfaction, and due to the addiction, I could 
not leave. 

Q. What inspired you to sing songs, to do mu- 
sic? 

AG: I did not have any inspiration. I was a music 
lover. I loved travelling, I loved art and I loved 
being carefree; I was a bit of a hippy. I never had 
this one idol that I wanted to be like, a person I 
would like to emulate. I could listen to classical 
music, I could listen to folk music, I could listen 
to metal, rock, psychedelic rock and all kinds of 
western genres. So I don't think that I was out and 
out inspired by anyone. Even if I was, it has to 
be the unknown people I met during my travels. 
The singing of the grassherds, the music of the 
villagers and the music all over Nepal influenced 
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me. Bacchu Kailash, Amar Gurung influenced me. 
Over at the western front, bands like Pink Floyd 
and British Rock music in general influenced me. 

Q. The average Nepalese household is not sup- 
portive of careers that stray off the beaten path. 
They want their children to be doctors, bankers, 
engineers and the like. What message would you 
like to give to such parents? 
AG: Even I grew up in this culture. My past is 
similar. I never got support from my parents, but I 
don t have any complains about this. They wanted 
me to be something similar, but I did what I want- 
ed to; I was like a flowing river, I went in whichever 
direction I wanted to go, and all I say is, no one can 
block ideals, no one can stop the current culture 
the same way no one can stand against a river. We 
are here for a very limited time, all of us have to 
depart at one time or the other. So I would like to 
say this one thing to parents like these: encour- 
age what your child wants to do; don t force your 
wishes upon them. But this does not mean a do 
whatever you want license. What's wrong with our 
culture is that the good things that our parents 
want for us, what we don t want to do, we don t. 
However the things that our parents don t want 
us to do, the things that gives us pleasure, we lean 
towards doing that. We listen to and obey our elder 
generations; its a wonderful part of our culture. 
But we don t need to be exactly what they envision 
us to be. Make it your life, but let them guide you. 
The facilities, be it political, social and or technical 
that are available to us were not available to them; 



our times are fundamentally different. We should 
not hurt their feeling, but its not necessary to be 
whatever they want you to be; you can stray off the 
beaten path. 

Q. If you hadn't been in Nepathya right now, 
what would you be doing right now? 

AG: (Smiles) I would most probably have been a 
painter. 

Q. Out of all the songs you have sung this date, 
which song has touched your heart the most, 
made you get Goosebumps and generally awed 
you? 

AG: Its not like that at all. When a mother gives 
birth to a child, even if the child is disabled or 
different, she loves him unconditionally. My songs 
are the same to me. Some of the songs that people 
listen to more have become hits, but there are some 
songs that not even a single person have heard. I 
don t have a favorite at all, I love them all equally. 

Q. How would you describe you musical journey 
in a single word? 

AG: (Smiles) I'm happy. 

US: Performing in Wembley is largely considered 
one of the largest stages for a musician to perform 
in. Thoughts? 

AG: I'm a lucky person. So many excellent musi- 
cians haven't got the opportunity, however, we did. 
I'm a very lucky person. It was beautiful. It was fun. 
The people, the hall, the atmosphere, the equip- 
ment, it was exhilarating. 
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there? 

AG: There's no difference. For a band, for a musi- 
cian, be it a concert in Wembley or in the Dabali, 
its the same. The most important thing for an 
artist is the audience. The venue does not matter 
that much, however, we got an amazing venue, for 
this we are lucky. 

Q. A lot of your songs has a nationalistic un- 
dertone. You even released an album (Ghatana) 
portraying the same message. Can music help in 
building up a nation? 

AG: You asked quite dangerous question (Laughs). 
Music is not politics; however, it does influence a 
person directly or indirectly. There is one kind of 
music: the propaganda music that parties play for 
recruiting individuals and the other kind is the 
kind of music that comes from the heart. Nepal 
has a treasure load of beautiful songs written by 
great musicians, however, in our context, the Peo- 
ples war that took place in the country for a de- 
cade really shook this country. We were quite free 
to travel before, and suddenly there were all sorts 
of restrictions. I'm quite the traveler: I go to rural 
villages and ask for lodgings (baas). Suddenly, no 
one was ready to shelter me. I spent many a night 
under the open sky as well. Everything was hap- 
hazard, and I was feeling quite sad. Then there was 
the incident in Mainapokhari, on which the whole 
album "Ghatana" is based on. A 20 day old child 
lost his civilian father due to crossfire between the 
Maoists and the Army. I was quite shaken by that 
incident. I felt that an incident like this should not 
have happened not just in Nepal, but anywhere 
in the world. It was a blow against humanity as a 
whole. I was quite saddened by the time we were 
going through, and hence I created "Ghatana". So 
it's not just about national sentiment; the mes- 
sage is that such an incident should not happen 
anywhere. Politics is in its place, but it should not 
affect the lives of the people in that way. Nepal is 
one of the most beautiful countries in the world, 
so we should treat it as such. 

Q. You had not considered music to be a serious 
career. You said you did it without meaning to. 
However, there must have been a point in which 
you considered music to be your career. When 
was that? 

AG: Let's not use the word profession. I still don't 



consider music to be my profession. It's my pas- 
sion: if music gives me something, I'll take it with 
arms wide open, but if it doesn't give me anything, 
I'll make my living doing something else. However 
I will not stop doing music. However, I felt that I 
could make my living doing music since 2000. 
US: Do you think that there is scope in music? 
AG: Why not? You do your work honestly, there is 
scope in everything. Be a painter, writer, musician, 
accountant or anything, you can excel in anything. 
It depends on how honest you are with your work, 
how hardworking you are and how satisfied you 
are with the work you do? If you are not satisfied, 
then starts the dishonesty in work. Knowingly, 
unknowingly, you start doing "badmashi". 

Q. In every song you do, one song is not like 
the other. How do you get the inspiration to do 
something new in every song? 
AG: As you go on working, you get ideas. It 
doesn't come at will, but it does come. You try out 
the idea and if it sounds good, if all the parties in- 
volved are satisfied, then you implement the idea. 
If someone is not happy, you don't. 
US: The Nepalese Music scene has a rich and vast 
history. Notwithstanding that, from the time you 
started to mumble songs under your breath till 
date, what changes have you seen in the Nepalese 
music industry? 

AG: There have been lots of changes. Good chang- 
es too. I used to listen to villagers beating on a 
madal and singing all night long. Then there was 
the "Damai Baja". Our culture also had the norm 
to beat drums during good and bad times. I made 
Newar friends who introduced me to the rich 
newari music culture, I met Kshyatriyas and Brah- 
mins who introduced me to their kind of music. 
People who play instruments that are unheard of 
are lessening. In our time, playing guitar was a 
unique skill. We came to Kathmandu all the way 
from Pokhara to listen to the electric guitar play- 
ing Prism band play. First there was just classical 
and folk music then came in the modern nepali 
music with Gopal Yonjon, Narayan Gopal, Bacchu 
Kailash, Aruna Lama and the likes. The 70s was 
beautiful in terms of musicality. There was lots 
of changes in genres that people listened to. First 
it was just folk, classical, adhunik, English and 
Hindi songs. Then came Jazz, Rock, Psychedelic, 
"ke bhancha re bolne lai tyo? Ummmmm, ahh 
rap (Laughs)", Thrash Metal, and countless oth- 



INFINITY I 2015 



ers. Quite a lot of changes came, and they rightly 
should. Our time will be different than our fathers, 
and our children's time will be different than ours. 



Q.Are you satisfied with Nepali music today? 
AG: I am. I have to be. Its not the instrument you 
play that matters, it how the music sounds. 
US: You are quite busy with concerts and tours and 
the likes. How do you find time for family? 
AG: Family? (Smiles) When its family time, every- 
thing else goes out of the door. Trekking is the best 
way to bond with family. Going trekking to the 
mountain villages is refreshing. Few people recog- 
nize me there, and its quite refreshing just to be 
around nature like that. 



Even after I got married, they wanted me to cut my 
hair. After I got a daughter, everyone backed off. I 
finally had no one telling me to cut my hair. So if 
you want to grow out your hair, get married and 
get a daughter (Laughs). It's a joke though. 
Q. What message do you have for the youngsters 
who want to get into the music industry? 
AG: Be careful. Don't do it for the wrong reasons. 
It's a meditation. Don't do it for fame and glory. Do 
it for self satisfaction and happiness. Come without 
expectations, and if you get anything from it, take 
it with open arms. If not, don't complain. Be happy. 
However, you should study and get a degree. You 
should stand where others stand, and music should 
make you stand higher, not on the same level as the 
others. 



Q. What instruments do you play? 

AG: I used to play the flute, the madal, the guitar, 
the harmonium. Now I don't play anything. I have 
amazing friends who play for me. I play instru- 
ments that help me practice and compose; howev- 
er, I don't play instruments now. 

Q.How is a composition done? What are the 
steps? 

AG: The one thing that universities all around the 
world can't teach is creativity. You can learn the- 
ories, but no one can tell you that this is the way 
it's done. It's the question of what comes first, the 
chicken or the egg. Some write lyrics that can't be 
filled with music and some write music that no lyr- 
ics can justify. So no one can really teach you how 
exactly to compose a music piece. 

Q. You said that your family did not support you 
at first. However, once you started making a name 
for yourself in the music sector, what was their 
reaction? 

AG: (Smiles) What can I say? "Napadhe ko gaine 
batuli chor bancha, mero chora padheko gaine bha- 
yo." That's all. 

Q. We've seen a lot of rock musicians like Robert 
Plant and David Gilmore growing out their hair. 
Any particular reason behind your long hair? 

AG: No reason. I wanted to grow my hair, so I 
grew it. The music industry is full of glamour. I 
had a hippy mindset: if my hair wasn't causing any 
problems to anyone, why shouldn't I grow it out? 
My family put a lot of pressure on me to cut it off. 



Q. Thank you sir. It has been a pleasure. 

AG: The pleasure was all mine. 
This concluded our interview. For those that have 
not heard about Nepathya (as unlikely as that is), 
we recommend these songs to familiarize yourself 
with this band and its awesome vocalist and guard- 
ian. Mr. Amrit Gurung 
-Chekyo Chekyo 
-Resham 
-Taal ko Pani 
-Jomsome Bajar ma 
-Saa.... 

-Bheda ko Oon Jasto 
-Ghat ana 

Apart from these mentioned above, Nepathya has 
many more folk influenced songs that are very 
pleasurable to listen to. 

Interviewed By : - Sumukh Lohani, Bijaya Thapa, 
Shazmina Banu, Kaushal Ghimire, Pujan Shrestha, 
Binod Raj Gaire 
BSc CSIT First Semester 
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A Hangout with Bhupal Sapkota 
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You: Hello friend 
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owadays everyone uses Google and 
their various products, don't they? Google is one of 
the most widely used technologies across the coun- 
try, specifically in the field of IT but very few know 
about the man who started the first official Google's 
Program / Community in Nepal. So, we interviewed 



one of the inspiring personality for the youth of Ne- 
pal Mr. Bhupal Sapkota, the man behind Google 
Developers Group (GDG). Founder Community 
Manager and Advisor of GDG Kathmandu (2011), 
Co-Founder of GBG Kathmandu (2014), Founder 
of AppsJhola, Online BaghChal, Founder and Chief 
Technology Officer at Semicolon Developers (2008). 
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His primary work areas are in leading tech teams 
and building architectures of modern apps, working 
with local startups, inventing tech products (1998) 
and facilitating young entrepreneurs with an aim 
to foster overall IT ecosystem of Nepal. He believes 
that the future of the world economy is Information 
Technology and advocates re-building IT sector of 
Nepal from ground up to minimize external depen- 
dencies as much as possible, as fast as possible; he 
wishes to see Nepal in ten folds from now in a few 
years. Besides tech he also enjoys writing, hang- 
ing out with friends, watching dramas and movies. 



Q. What was the factor that made 
you inclined towards IT ? 



During my childhood, computer was a rare 
device and many people unknown to it often happen 
to call it a Box and I was no exception to it. In 1996, 
when the computer first entered my house, it was 
not a computer for us, it was just a box. I myself had 
no idea about it. Since I was more inclined towards 
electronics than anyone else in the house I started 
goofing with it, but it didn't start even after I had 
connected its entire component. I panicked. When 
I shifted to Kathmandu later, I came to know about 
the internet, I gained my courage and started setup 
and I was finally able to operate DOS with a blank 
prompt on that Box. That moment gave me series 
of questions to ponder about what is DOS. How to 
use it? What is an Operating System? What is hard- 
ware? How Operating System run the computer? 
What is software? What is programming? How can I 
make software myself? So, this entire event actually 
made me more inclined towards IT and I started to 
SEARCH. Google was just launched in the same year. 



gle's website, Nepal wasn't there. Since we had peo- 
ple who were really interested in Google who were 
working in IT field, so I asked myself, "Why not us?" 
This was the question that triggered this whole sce- 
nario of having GDG for Nepal and from Nepal. 



Q. What did GDG do at the very be- 
ginning? 



It literally did nothing. We had primarily 
aimed to bring the people who were really interest- 
ed in Google together and learn more, but for eight 
months we did nothing, apart from reading updates 
of Global GDGs. Few months later a BBC Outriders 
reporter, Jamillah Knowles, came to meet us during 
her short visit in Nepal. Since we hadn't done much 
she told us about the world scenario and how tech- 
nology is taking world by storm. In a nutshell, she 
shared with us her familiarity with the impact these 
kind of small and a niche tech com- 
munities can have on overall IT sector 
locally and in global scale. We 
then started to organize 
events, meet people, work 
with websites, help peo- 
ple with their blogs 
and websites, 
et cetera. 




Q. Why was Google Developers 
Group (GDG) initiated ? 



As I said earlier internet was my 
savior, so it was obvious for to use it as 
often as possible. I started searching 
more about computer, IT and much 
more. During this it was natural that 
I would come across Google and who 
wouldn't like Google and its product? 
When I saw countries enlisted in the 
Google Developers Group in Goo- 
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Q. So, what actually is your agenda 
now? 
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GDG is a volunteer run community. Its orga- 
nizers want developers and IT enthusiasts to come 
down to attend events, talks and share, listen the 
ideas about and experience of IT; we want IT to 
make difference in peoples life and we want to ac- 
tually make difference to IT sector. Since I found 
the box I had nothing in my mind except com- 
puter at that time, I am very clear about my ambi- 
tion now and I can see through the computer dis- 
play that this is what I want for the rest of my life. 



Q. Since we are High School Stu- 
dents, is there anything specific for 
us, like any seminar or any event? 



want to, but this is solely 
the interest and inclina- 
of the people joining in this 
community. It is really hard for 
us just to focus on a particular 
group of people for example 
say +2 students. Also, as 
students you always 
have your study to 
follow up. We see 
people joining 
our community 
as an IT enthu- 
siast. We don t 
see them as 
a student 
or well 
quali- 




:h the internet 
ogle's technol- 
ou shall easily 
nity. Know that 
be helped. 




fied engineer. With little interest and research 
anyone can find us, get involved and get benefited 
and learn. No exception to High School students. 



Q. There is also a Women Techmak- 
ers Community along with GDG 
Kathmandu so what was itall about? 



In our society women are brought up in a 
different ways and due to this they aren't as inclined 
towards the IT profession as men but we see many 
women IT professionals these days. These wom- 
en IT makers and professionals in the community 
came out with an idea to focus solely on en- 
couraging diversity in IT sector and hence 
Women Techmakers was formed. Although 
this might seem a little biased but it is ac- 
tually needed to educate the people. I won- 
der how easily people forgot that the histo- 
ry of Technology and its advancement has 
a firm foundation of Women Techmakers. 
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Far Cry series are 1st person shooter, free world games filled with thrill- 
ing action, adventure and story. Every far cry game begins under mys- 
terious circumstances while you are under some kind of captive. You 
somehow set yourself free and find yourself abandoned in an island or a des- 
ert but there is something special that you must have heard of in this latest sequel. 
Immediately after starting the game you will notice familiar landscapes, faces, sounds, lan- 
guages, weapon and symbols. After a shaky and bloody selfie with Pagan Min, you discover 
that you are Ajay Ghale who has travelled to Kyrat, a fictional region in the Himalayas, to 
scatter his mother asses. As usual you are deserted with nothing more than the clothes you 
are wearing and a primary weapon which in this case is surprisingly "Khukuri". Eventually 
you find yourself in the service of the Golden path, an army of freedom fighters founded 
by your late father. What cannot stay unnoticed is the breathtaking view of the Himalayas 
and the harsh landscapes with strokes of beautifully designed forests, caves and rivers. 

If you are a gamer you cannot deny that you have always wished to ride elephants 
and harness their power at will. Well, Far cry 4 will give you that opportunity while you 
can feel almost invincible on the back of this mighty beast. Far cry 4 also introduces trans- 
portation such as auto rickshaw, buzzer and wing suit. For the first time you can climb 
the bizarre landscapes of the Himalayas using a grappling hook and glide from almost 
anywhere using the jump suit. The auto rickshaw is fun to ride when a retro Hindi song is 
playing on the local radio. This new feature in which you can jump from a vehicle to an- 
other consequently taking it down nearly feels as if you are in an action movie. The game 
feels really great when you have such interesting means to travel and lots of unpredictable 

obstacles waiting for you on the way. 
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As for the characters, Min is the real 
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_ BOB GUNTON 

*m fir* 

"Two imprisoned men bond over a number 
of years, finding solace and eventual redemption 
through acts of common decency" 

leased on a story by Stephen King, Shawshank 
Redemption is a 1994 Frank Darabout movie with twen- 
ty three nominations including seven Oscars and sixteen 
award wins which shows two imprisoned men bond over 
a number of years finding solace and eventual redemption 
through acts of common decency. 
Tim Robbins as Andy Dufresne, a prominent banker 
unjustly convicted for the murder of his wife and her lover 
is sentenced life imprisonment in Shawshank prison who 
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is befriended with 'Red' (Morgan Freeman) 
another prisoner, a convict who has been there 
so long that he knows no life can exist for him 
beyond those stone walls. Behind bars, Red is 
a king; he knows the ropes and helps Andy to 
cope with the frightening realities of prison life. 
Strangely a movie behind bars sets its place 
in our heart. Unlike many other movies, it is 
a calm motion picture that includes us in the 
story of men inside prison. Its more about 
continuing life based on hope and friendship. 
The movie doesn't focus on prison's population, 
especially Red's. In the whole movie, we see only 
how others see Andy. 

The movie in not about its hero but about our 
curiosity, pity and admiration, our relations 
with him. The film wouldn't be much interesting 
if it was centered on its hero. People seek excite- 
ment. The hunger for messages of hope is the 
excitement in the movie. 

The movie wasn't special, the title wa 
awkward. There was no action, not-so-big 
were starred and it was 142 minutes long. If it 
had been left to find its way, it would have run 
on theatres but that didn't happen. The movie 
premiered at Toronto film festival in September 
1994, and opened a while later. It did poor busi- 
ness (its $18 million original gross didn't cover 
costs; it took in only another $10 million after 
winning the Oscar nominations). But it became 
one of the most remarkable stories in home 
video history. Within five years it 
was a best video seller 
and mass au- Sm»i 



dience were on tapes disks and TV screenings. 
Maybe because the movie involves quiet, soli- 
tude and philosophical discussions about life, 
so people don't value it much. But again polls 
and rentals reflect popularity which cannot be 
explained. 

The movie is not a shower rather the 
director makes it the film to observe the story, 
not upstage it, "When they put you in that cell.", 
Red says, "When those bars slam home, that's 
when you know it's for real. Old life blown away 
in the world to think about it". People often say 
that life is a prison, we are Red and Andy is our 
redeemer. Fear can hold you a prisoner. And 
hope can set you free. 



the 
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_Sameer Khanal (Y2) 
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NO LAND IS HER LAND" 

The Gurkhas Daughter, Prajwal Parajuly 
Unfold the cover page of "The Gurkhas Daughter", 
and you will find yourself immersed in stories of 
some people so less fortunate that your heart im- 
mediately goes out to them. Written beautifully by 
Prajwal Parajuly, the collection of stories here por- 
trays the sadness and grief of the Bhutanese refu- 
gees living in Nepal. Although it is a work of fic- 
tion, this dramatization of the bitter reality faced by 
the refugees does not seem, in any place, animated 
or unreal. Included are stories of a disfigured ser- 
vant girl planning to flee to Nepal; a shopkeeper 
facing an unprecedented dilemma; the celebration 
of Hindu religious festivals in Darjeeling bring- 
ing along a huge sacrifice; a refugee that dreams of 



settling down in the west; a Gurkhas daugh- 
ter that tries to cope with the harsh truths of 
life; how two Nepali speaking immigrants 
meet miles away from their home country. 
The story "No Land Is Her Land" speaks of 
how the refugees dream of settling down in 
the west. It is about a girl named Anamika Ch- 
hetry, who is a Bhutanese of Nepali ethnicity. 
She is married to a man consistently involved 
in revolutions regarding the belongingness of 
the ethnic Nepalese residing in Bhutan, and is 
considered a criminal in the eyes of the gov- 
ernment. Anamika herself worked and con- 
tributed to the family income until he showed 
her dreams of starting a new business together, 
but with all his affiliations, all the goals are for- 
gotten. When Anamika gets pregnant with her 
first child, her husband flees and is nowhere to 
be found. With a pregnant belly and a father to 
take care of, she goes about doing her chores 
when a group of soldiers barge into her house 
demanding to know of her husband s where- 
abouts. A soldier questions her about the 
baby s father to which she replies is her hus- 
band's. She is asked to produce the documents 
that legalize her life in Bhutan. Showing them 
the copies of her father s citizenship card, she 
pleas the soldiers to not banish her off her own 
motherland, but all in vain. The soldiers ask for 
her husband s documents which she is obvious- 
ly unable to show. He father s papers turn out 
to be "not good enough", constantly restating 
that only law-abiding-citizens are allowed to live in 
Bhutan. She is then painfully thrown out of her own 
country, only because she has to adjoin her identity 
to a males. This is only an example of how powerless 
women are considered to be. Her father, although 
he was a legal citizen, is worried about her pregnant 
condition and accompanies her to the refugee camp 
at Khudunabari, Nepal from Phuntsholing, Bhutan. 
Her first daughter, Diki is born at the camp. Beau- 
tiful as she is, Anamika is despised by the men in 
and surrounding the refugee camp just because she 
is not their wife, and also by the women because 
she is a distraction, a temptation for their husbands. 
A Brahmin from outside the camp gets Anamika re- 
married to another Nepali man from Birtamod. She 
is his second wife, the first wife having given birth 
to four daughters in a row, the husband is hell bent 
upon having a son, which is the reason he takes on 
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Anamika. Her life changes after this, but certainly 
not for the better. The man she marries beats his first 
wife and the daughters, and she is afraid to open 
her mouth in front of him. Once, she announces 
that she wants to bring her daughter Diki into the 
house to which he gets outraged and pounces on 
her, claiming that no other mans daughter will ever 
live in his house. He threatens her and prohibits her 
from visiting her father or her daughter. She is told 
that if she ever tries to meet her daughter, then Diki 
will be his third wife once she is old enough. Dis- 
gusted at his thoughts, that becomes the first and last 
time Anamika asks him for anything. Then, when 
Anamika gives birth to another girl, Shambhavi, 
her husband asks her to pack her things and leave. 
Spending a dozen years of her life at the camp an- 
noyed, frustrated, and tired of the humiliation she 
has to face, she constantly hears rumors about the 
resettlement plans The United States of America 
had planned for them, but believes in none because 
the rumors have spread for a long time without any 
action taking place. Once, she overhears her daugh- 
ters talking about how their teacher at the school 
tells them about settling in some foreign country. 
She brushes it off then, but soon realizes that it is 
more than just a rumor this time. She is told that 
those that are fit, not very old and can speak English 
will be taken to America. The camp becomes abuzz 
with excitement about the new developments. One 
rainy day, she sees new buses just outside the camp. 
A few days later, a serious-looking man approaches 
her and asks for the head of the household, her fa- 
ther, who has gone out. After some time, her father 
comes back and talks to the stranger who invites 
them for an interview along with the entire fami- 
ly a week later. He also mentions that they should 
bring along Anamikas husband. Fearing that the 
questions will be in English, her father is deeply 
saddened and kills all hope of fulfilling his dreams. 
The interviews proves to be different than they 
think. Ravi, Anamikas second husband, shows up 
2 days prior to the interview after hearing the news 
of Anamikas good fortune, as if nothing bad ever 
had happened. He blackmails her into letting him 
accompany them to the interview. At the interview, 
every detail is noted about the family's responses 
to the questions asked. They reflect upon the feel- 
ing that develops against the country that shooed 
them away like cats and buffaloes and tell the in- 
terviewers that they have no intention of return- 
ing back to Bhutan. They are told that once they 



are selected and taken to America, they will get a 
permanent residence and will be eligible for a citi- 
zenship five years later. They are also told that their 
life will get better once in America, but all families 
would not be selected. What surprises and makes 
Anamika happy is that the officers have no inter- 
est in her personal life or character, to which many 
people have imposed lots of questions upon. The 
story ends ironically, with the four - Anamika, 
Ravi(her husband), Diki and Shambhavi posing for 
a photograph that masked the reality and showed 
a happy family with its dreams of finally settling 
into a country and finally belonging somewhere. 
This story portrays life of many other refugees 
that long to belong; to have a country to call 
home, to be able to love the soil of their mother- 
land and to be proud citizens of their own nation. 
This piece of writing is worth a read for those 
who have ever tried to feel the refugees pain, be- 
cause not having a home to live in is very sad, 
but not having even a country to call yours is a 
misery, a wound that even time can never heal. 
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TRAUMA IN LIWANG 

M decode long conflict between the rebel and national security force that 
devastated the country's economic, political, social and cultural discourse 
has become an integral part for creation of new genres for readers and 
writers. This mnemonic past along with other historical details, as an inte- 
grative focal point has induced creative mind to generate the lifelike situ- 
ation i.e. disappearance of Purnaman, characters i.e. Dilsara, Bainsamali, 
Chitra Bahadur Punmagar etc along with their creative artifacts. And the 
trauma of these commoners is a means to represent the political scenario 
of the nation " 



2006 



Key Words: mnemonic, record, rejuvenate, conflate, ameliorate , grief, trauma. 



Introduction 

In the pretext of talking 
about the war and mass killing 
South Asia is a war-hit region 
in the world, that has witnessed 
various inter- state and intra - 
state clashes and caste, ethnic 
and regional conflicts that have 
left the society in terrific condi- 
tion. This region has got remem- 
bered with long - standing vio- 
lent that destroys material, social 
and personal well being and has 
created different conditions of 
individual and collective trauma. 
Its impact has now extended into 
the future spreading beyond per- 
sonal to the social and political 
life of the communities. The then 
revolutionary party CPN (Mao- 



ist) insurged its Peoples War 
that started in February 1996 
and continued for more than ten 
years leaving more than 1300 
dead and hundreds and thou- 
sands bodily injured as well as 
millions displaced stranding here 
and there as internal refugees 
thronging around the district 
headquarters and capital towns. 
Those who succumbed the war 
and war- inflicted areas ie. Ru- 
kum , Rolpa etc have been living 
their lives with the memories 
they got during the war - ridden 
era deciphering those memories 
in the print forms and letting the 
young generation know what 
the war was like and how the 
PLA and national security forc- 
es fought and others witnessed. 
Past traumas don't simply pass 
or disappear with the passage 

oo 



of time , rather those traumatic 
events are remembered in collec- 
tive narratives that can shape the 
attitudes towards the self as well 
as other people. Traumatic stress 
has become more prevalent and 
complex in contemporary lives 
of those who involved in war and 
they are eager to express their 
feelings and write their experi- 
ences in the print form. 
Trauma as a Tool 
Trauma, as a subject of study has 
been used either in the medical 
field or literary world, but it has 
occupied a great area of discus- 
sion. "Psychological trauma is 
a subject of a great professional 
and public interest." (Wastell, xv) 
That trauma studies has become 
a part of psychology is all relat- 
ed to human psyche which illu- 
minates the past memories that 



INFINITY I 2015 



TEACHER'S SECTION 



78 



may be dimly recalled. "Trauma 
is an emotional shock, produc- 
ing a disturbance, more or less 
enduring of mutual functions 

The concept of shock 5 

is a central to the definition of 
trauma." (xvi) More or less, the 
bereaved forbore all the events 
daily confronting the terrible 
effects of accounts, war and mis- 
treatment, massacre, rape, bru- 
talism etc that come as a shock 
in mind and the survivors of 
these horrific events may suf- 
fer the ongoing distresses and 
"the effects of these events are 
seen as marking survivors with 
deep, disturbing and debilitating 
psychological scars."(xi) Various 
past events shape the memories 
into the form of trauma with 
its meaning. "Trauma implies 
a breakdown of both meaning 
and trust - in a world that has 
been shattered, overturned. It 
encourages "rapid sudden and 
radical impacts on the 'body 
social'." (Bell, 8) Besides such 
casualties, memorials of past in- 
justice and apologies for previ- 
ous misdeeds, constitute a civic 
ritual of recognition essential for 
reconciling the oppressors and 
oppressed.'(21) Only thinking 
about the holocaust and horrible 
past, life can t be spent rather fac- 
ing and enriching those trauma- 
tized events, one can go ahead. 
The ethics of memory is adjacent 
to the ethics of forgetting, hence, 
memory is in a sense, beneficial 
and helps the potential for mov- 
ing forward envisaging an alter- 
native future. That trauma can 
be related to aestheticism does 
not only conflate the damage, it 
pertains to artistic and cultural 
representation of those horri- 
ble damage. "Certain outworks 



seem to bring us to borders of 
traumatic encounters in ways 
that are disturbing and provok- 
ing, even painfully so, but also 
at the same time aesthetically 
enjoyable." (Ray, 134) Many past 
events, maybe horrible and un- 
bearable that time and even later 
to reminisce, however, can be a 
part to formulate a creative work 
for the world to exemply, notify 
and even to show the world what 
those events were like. "Histor- 
ical experiences compel a new 
reflection on capitalist moderni- 
ty and open the shrinking pos- 
sibilities for enlightenment and 
emancipation." (140) Although 
we live in a world that is torn and 
shattered by violence in differ- 
ent names and causes intensified 
by the scale of conflicts and ca- 
tastrophes, violence etc that have 
been understood as integral to 
purge the human positions and 
emotions from the earliest time 
of human civilization. "The met- 
aphor of trauma draws attention 
to the ways that extremes of vi- 
olence break bodies and minds 
leaving indelible marks even af- 
ter healing and recovery 

Trauma can be seen at once as 
a socio-political event, a psycho- 
physiological process, a physical 
and emotional experience, and a 
narrative theme in explanations 
of individual and social suffer- 
ing." (Kirmayer, Lemelson, and 
Barad, 1) and these narratives 
bring a new picture in the mind 
of readers from time to time un- 
til they are artistically present- 
ed in a new forms, in a sense, 
trauma and those scenarios that 
happened aftermath have been a 
subject to trace psychologically 
not only to the survivors but also 
to the readers and witnesses who 



later read and perceive those 
horrible events , but they tend 
to cause a deeper appreciation , 
for they would , in any way, bring 
a new dimension of thinking , 
achieving and penetrating the 
sequences of events and results 
of that would be certain to fall , 
otherwise something other that 
maybe more traumatic would 
proceed in some cases, indeed 
pain, suffering and trauma felt 
aftermath have been used con- 
structively in the form of literary 
writing i.e. memoir by many vet- 
eran personality who involved, 
witnessed and survived in any 
way from the historical as well 
as social , political and cultur- 
al events. Peoples War in Nepal 
had been taken very glorious war 
for those who undertook it as a 
means to liberate from the chain 
of suppression, but on the whole 
for other people it was and still 
a border between oppressed and 
oppressor , proleteriate and feu- 
dal, reactionary and revolution- 
ary. Many participants remained 
eager to sacrifice first, so that 
their name would be written as a 
cause of sacrifice for people and 
many unwillingly became vic- 
timized from either side. 

Trauma in Liwang 

Maoists' People War became 
a good area for writing fiction 
ameliorating the pathos of peo- 
ple living the conflict-ridden 
areas like Rolpa, Rukum etc. Raj 
Kumar Dikpal, a well-known 
literary figure who has penned 
either in journalism or in story 
writing depicting "human mis- 
eries and the ultimate height of 
tragedy caused by war and oth- 
er social ills,"(KC,129) and por- 
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traying the picture of war-prone 
society and conflict afflicted peo- 
ple is able to bring the pains of 
commoners living in the hinter- 
lands out in the form of literary 
writing. "Liwang, 2006" a story 
taken from his anthology, Under 
the Shadow of Terror deals with a 
realistic and "harrowing picture 
of an old woman whose son has 
gone missing after a group of gov- 
ernment gunmen steal him away 
from his house one night before 
the backdrop of Maoist-Govern- 
ment war in Nepal."(130) The 
presentation of Dilsara, an old 
woman who has lost her son 
who was sandwiched between 
the two warring combatants and 
prone to have a detached life in 
the foreign land for employment 
to support his family making his 
old mother, Dilsara very happy. 
But one day for unwillingly giv- 
ing a shelter and food to the reb- 
els the family had to pay a huge 
cost as the security persons took 
him away and his whereabouts is 
still unknown to her. The story- 
teller has succeeded in bringing 
out the traumatic grief of this six- 
ty-two years old mother who has 
undergone with the pain that she 
could not share to other in spite 
of several attempts people do to 
make her speak about her pamgs 
except pronouncing "Purnaman ' 
repetitively time and again. The 
narrator of the story finds her 
staring to the distant hill named 
Gwarpa Hill instead of basking 
the heat of sun in the winter sea- 
son in Tudhikhel and she would 
not leave until the dim rays of the 
sun bid farewell to Dharampani 
highland. "She drowns in sorrow 
after the government gunmen 
abducted her son, Purnaman, 
from their own home in Iriwang, 



under the pretext of making an 
inquiry. Like the flowing water of 
Dhangsikhola, tears rolls down 
her cheeks, but Purnamans con- 
dition is as much unknown as the 
amount of water flowing down- 
stream." (Dikpal,134) Kidnap- 
ping, extortion, mass massacre, 
hacking, butchering innocent 
denizen in front of their kin, dis- 
placement from their own places, 
internal and external refuge etc 
are those means of suffering that 
this conflict causes in the life of 
people living in those areas. Dil- 
sara and her daughter Bainsama- 
li, the owner of local hotel, Hotel 
Jaljala at Peepal Chautari, rem- 
inisce him and the memory of 
the lost one has retreated to what 
they are aligned to be - the sites 
of eulogies for elucidating him to 
any strangers. "Memory, insofar 
as it is affective and magical, only 
accommodates those facts that 
suit it, it nourishes recollections 
that may be out of focus or tele- 
scopic, global or detached, par- 
ticular or symbolic." (Hunt, 101) 
Both mother and daughter have 
taken him as a part of their mem- 
ory that is specific, collective, 
plural and yet individual, along 
which both are destined to live 
their life. But history belongs to 
everyone and no-one, whence its 
claim to universal authority and 
societies and individuals take 
responsibility for memory.(lOl) 
The Peoples War, as historical 
fact that remains in the memory 
of all those who endured it and 
survived it with more hardship. 
In this way, they, appearing to 
stand outside society and apply- 
ing the historical microscopic 
and objectively interpreting and 
recording the past, have become 
irrespective of society. As a re- 



sult history annihilates the mne- 
monic past through the objec- 
tive systematic record. The grief, 
both women are undergoing 
with has been changed into the 
past record which only with the 
speed of time some people may 
organize in the form of a nar- 
rative or will be lost amidst the 
mist of memory. Staring at the 
distant Gwarpa Hill and spelling 
'Purnaman each time and not 
speaking to anyone sitting on the 
ground of Tudikhel is a symbolic 
tool for the consolation of trau- 
ma she is enduring to this old 
woman, and quenching the thirst 
of the strangers with the help of 
narrative about the whereabouts 
of her brother is manifestation 
of the pain she along her mother 
has been anticipating how much 
burden is being felt in the heart 
of an old woman who has lost her 
appendage of her old age. Their 
memory, a "mode of resistance 
to a language that forgets the es- 
sential vulnerability of flesh in 
its reification of state, nation and 
ideology," (Edkins, 100) has only 
one way to have their lost one. 
Conclusion 

History, being written in any way 
whether one does anything or 
not, is an important mnemonic 
past in which many people have 
donned their dresses up, but 
what matters here is whether it 
is recorded or not. Ten years civil 
war has become a part of history 
and Purnamans are those people 
whom the history has engulfed 
and gobbled down, but the survi- 
vors like Dilsara and Bainsamali 
are in the process to rejuvenate 
the forgotten facts out of their 
memory and try their best to fill 
up the gap with the help of mem- 
ory sharing the narrative to the 
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Sbivaratri Mela 
as a PerforrpaQce 



Peoples sense of insecurity and 
helplessness and the tenuous re- 
lationship between myth and re- 
ality all get dramatized in the way 
people look at the festivals and 
the annual cycles of rituals. 
AbhiSubedi, 28, Nepali Theatre I 
See 

The faith of human beings in reli- 
gion makes them perform some- 
thing towards, and fascinates 
them to believe in the existence 
of God. The performances give 
them a sort of relief from the anx- 
ieties, pains, sufferings, fears, and 
doubts. These acts of celebrat- 
ing to God as the activities per- 
formed by human beings can be 
considered as the belief in myth 
that takes people into the world of 
past to sustain in the present. To 
trace the nature of human beings 
along with cultural performance, 
I believe, Jatras, Melas, feast and 
festivals, and other celebrations 
must be taken into account. The 
reason for the close relationship 
that exists among such different 
celebrations creates the limin- 
al zones between the myth and 
reality, God and human beings, 
and rituals and performances. In 
this research paper, I'll analyze 
the spirit of the festival, Maha 
Shivaratri as an auspicious and 



important festival of Hindus, e 
pecially for the devotees of Lo 
Shiva who celebrate the religious 
f e s - 

"such traditional meth- 
ods of invoking the divine 
can have a tremendous 




t i val 
with 



great 
enthu- 



stress-removing impact" 



siasm, 
in re- 
lation with the theatre and per- 
formative theoretical spectrum, 
and its several dimensions of cel- 
ebration that reflects the human 
temperaments in their everyday 
life. It is difficult to cast each and 
every detail of the festival, how- 
ever, I have taken the specific 
subject matter and chosen a par- 
ticular place and its way of cele- 
bration that is Shivaratri Mela of 
Isaneshwar Mahadeva at Karapu- 
tar Lamjung. 

The Mahashivratri festival, one of 
the highly celebrated festivals in 
Nepal and India, also much pop- 
ular as 'Shivaratri' or 'Great wor- 
ship of Lord Shiva, is observed 
on the thirteenth night and 
fourteenth day in the Krishna 
Paksha (fortnight) every year in 
the month of Maagh or Phalgun 
according to the Hindu calen- 
dar. Devotees on Mahashivratri 

CO 



swarm to temples 
and holy shrines to 
offer prayers and 
please Lord Shiva ar- 
ticulates the perfor- 
mance at a locality 
that represents how 
each activity performed by peo- 
ple becomes the source of life and 
connects myths and reality. Ac- 
cording to Hindu mythology, Ma- 
hashivratri is Lord Shivas favorite 
day on when devotees remain on 
fast and perform hour long spir- 
itual meditation following rituals 
to honor Mahashivratri, and to 
be blessed with grace. In the early 
morning, they visit temples to of- 
fer holy water, milk and bel leaves 
(BelPatra) onto the Shiva Linga, 
a symbol for the worship of Lord 
Shiva. Such activities have been 
performed by every devotee in 
the Ishaneshwar Mahadeva at 
Karaputar in Shivaratri. Instead 
of Shiva Linga, there is an idol of 
Shiva as bust that is set in a pound 
full of scared water. When peo- 
ple worship, pray, and offer such 
holy things to Mahadeva, they 
are neither worried of their daily 
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works nor been at ecstasy rather 
in the inbetween position as Vic- 
tor Turner says " liminal entities 
are neither here nor there, they 
are betwixt and between the po- 
sitions assigned and arrayed by 
law, custom, conventions and 
ceremonial" (89). The conven- 
tion leads people in to the place 
where the existence of god and 
human beings exists together. 
"Liminality is frequently linked 
to death to being in the womb, 
to invisibility, to darkness, to 
bisexuality, to the wilderness" 
(90). So far the festival is taking 
place around the Shiva temple 
where there is a unique blend of 
structured forms and dynamism 
of rituals and practices. These 
practices make alive the belief 
of individuals towards gods and 
goddesses as they aim to get such 
blessing. 

The Shivaratri Mela of Isane- 
shwar Mahadeva at Karaputar 
Lamjung is one of the popular 
shivaratri festivals in Nepal that 
is celebrated for two days includ- 
ing one night. In the early morn- 
ing all devotees take a bath in the 
nearby river Mahendri Ganga, 
some of them take a bath in the 
local stones taps, and changing 
the scared clothes they come to 
the Ishaneshwar Mahadeva Tem- 
ple to offer the cow milk, scared 
water taken from the Ganga and 
belpatra. Some pundits help 
them to pour it to the statue of 
Shiva which is in the core part 
of the temple. This liminal zone 
creates harmony to each other 
where the faith of people copes 
with the idol of Shiva, Parbati 
and Ganesh. In that specific day, 
all people visit the three scared 
places: temple of Ishaneshwar 
Mahadeva, temple of Parbati, 
and Place of Ganesh that is ex- 



isted in a cave made by the roots 
of pipals tree. Along this, people 
entertain being as the audienc- 
es of different programmes such 
as Volleyball Competition, Folk 
duet songs Competition, Puran 
recitation, Bhajan Performances, 
and Chhelo Competition which 
demonstrate the participation of 
people in "doing nothing (103, 
Corrigan) "although they are per- 
forming. 

In Maha Shivratri, Many sages 
visit shrines and offer cannabis 
to worshipers to spread the sig- 
nificance of the festival. Wearing 
a garland made of rudraksha and 
applying turmeric vermilion or 
holy ash on forehead by sages 
symbolize a holy ritual on this 
religious festival. Holy mantras 
are also recited and special puja 
ceremonies are held throughout 
the night to celebrate Shivratri. 
Along with these performances, 
kindling the oil lamp, singing 
Bhajans and purely devotional 
songs to the god and goddess, 
dancing as a couple for all night 
of Shivaratri, each individual as 
actor and audience stages the 
performance in the premises of 
that scared place. Some devotees 
are in the queues to offer the cow 
milk, holy water, and belpatras to 
Shiva, Parbati and Ganesh, how- 
ever, some of others create the 
mass as audiences to get blessed 
with walking on that holy place. 
In a sense, they create the com- 
munitas as the idea of Turner 
i.e. "community is the repository 
of the whole gamut of the cul- 
tures values, norms, attitudes, 
sentiments and relationships" 
(95). People are celebrating the 
festival in different dimensions 
although their purposes, their 
sentiments, feelings, and way of 
offering such things to the god 
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remain the same. Nathan Stucky 
and Cynthia Wimmer say that 
"performance studies exam- 
ines the continually expanding 
range of behaviours invented by 
human beings to communicate 
with each other, especially those 
which are rehearsed, replayed, 
or consciously constructed" (11, 
Intro). Every year, new devotees 
visit the place, new arrangement 
of the Hat Bazzar is settled, new 
peddlers, devotees, viewers, 
singers, pundits, dancers take 
place but the motive is the same. 
So Shivaratri Mela at Karaputar 
as performance is considered 
as "repetition-of-the-never- 
the-same" (IX, Schechner) that 
seems always different. 
Meanwhile there is a celebra- 
tion of Lord Shiva by singing 
and praying all the night.The 
common mass indulges in Bha- 
jan-singing without realizing 
that such traditional methods of 
invoking the divine can have a 
tremendous stress-removing im- 
pact. Bhajan mandal is (a gather- 
ing to sing Bhajans) that which 
has been in existence in the Nep- 
alese society since the beginning 
of the Bhakti era, has proved to 
be great social leveler where in- 
dividuals unhesitatingly partic- 
ipate in the singing, relegating 
their petty differences to such 
background. At the night of Shi- 
varatri, people gather to sing bha- 
jans in to several groups and stay 
all night by singing and dancing. 
This participatory action elicits 
recreation and consequently a 
kind of mental relaxation . They 
close their eyes to ensure that 
they concentrate and thereby 
meditate on this near ecstasy but 
in the bazzar (Mela), people are 
involving in singing and danc- 
ing making their eyes wide. The 
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words, tunes, rhythms and the 
typical repetitive style of the Shi- 
va Bhajans give a certain sense 
of permanency that is known as 
shashwat (freedom from the state 
of flux), something each one of 
us is secretly pining for. Peggy 
Phelan says "performance oc- 
curs over a time which will not 
be repeated. It can be performed, 
but this repetition itself marks 
it as different" (148). Actions 
with words and gesture or body 
movement function on it. Tun- 
ing of music and body language 
go side by side. Phelan further 
says "In performance, the body 
is metonymic of self, of character, 
of choice, of presence... and the 
performer actually disappears 
and represents something else- 
dance, movement, sound, char- 
acter, art" (152). Playing Mujura, 
khaijadi, doing ups and downs, 
vibrating their body, and ending 
the song as beginning, however, 
in the middle part of their sing- 
ing, they become more exited as 
they totally merge them into the 
body of God. "Performance stud- 
ies deals with behavior- artistic, 
everyday, rituals, playful and so 
on" (X, Foreword). Performance 
is "a means of understanding his- 
torical, social, and cultural pro- 
cesses" (9, Schechner). 
Schechner further says "perfor- 
mance must be construed as con- 
tinuum of actions ranging from 
ritual, play, spots, theatre, dance, 
music, and everyday life perfor- 
mances to the enactment of so- 
cial, professional, gender, race 
and class roles" (XI, Foreword). 
Traditional religious ceremonies 
in Nepal are highly structured; 
elaborated and expensive ritu- 
als which are conducted by the 
priest that happens even in the 



Shivaratri festivals while peo- 
ple conduct Rudri, Shiva Puran, 
and Sacred-thread ceremonies. 
In contrast, Bhajansessions elim- 
inate the priest; the singer ad- 
dresses the Almighty himself in 
simple vernacular to rudimen- 
tary music of Khaijadi, Mujura, 
Madal, Cymbals, Tabla, and Har- 
monium.Stucky and Wimmer 
further opine that"a good deal 
of attentions centers on perfor- 
mances that specifically mark 
cultures such as religious ritu- 
als, formal theatre, dance, sport- 
ing events and music" (11, In- 
tro). In this festival at Karaputar, 
people celebrate by conducting 
such programme such as sport, 
dance, theatre, music andso on 
where people feel liberation and 
get relief from the piles of works 
even for two days. After arriv- 
ing to that place in the morning, 
they go back their home in the 
evening of the following day. To 
make the god happy, they kindle 
the oil lamp in the evening, some 
of them who put their faith on 
their husbands kindle diyo by sit- 
ting all the night in a fixed place 
that is nearby the temple. Unlike 
them, other who do not beget the 
child they kindle the oil lamps by 
standing all the night an early in 
the morning all they round the 
temple of Mahadevashiva and 
offer to him. In the response of 
this stable and kinesthetic mo- 
ment, Abhi Subedi says that "Art 
forms whether they are frozen in 
shapes or are vibrant, form the 
theatre- art nexus, and this nex- 
us represents at once the heri- 
tage of art and the theatre." (20). 
And where they offer cow milk, 
sacred water, and belpatra in the 
morning of previous day, they 
offer sacred water and that oil 



lamp which they have been kin- 
dling to the same place that is the 
place of idol of Shiva mahadeva 
for their ritual transformation. 
While they are kindling by stand- 
ing all the night as a frozen and 
rounding the temple in the early 
morning create the heritage of art 
and performance in the real life 
of each individual. In this man- 
ner, Dwight Conquergood says 
that "Performance art, the action 
of the artists is designed not so 
much to transform a reality ex- 
ternal to them and to commu- 
nicate this by virtue of aesthetic 
treatment, but rather to strive for 
a self- transformation." (137). 
During this festival, Ishaneshwar 
Mahadeva premises becomes 
a city where people entertain, 
worship, buy and sell the goods, 
make loves, participate in sever- 
al programmes, and encounter 
to and introduce with several 
strangers by creating the space 
although it is the place for corps. 
All people are walking and hav- 
ing the feeling of spiritualism 
even they have no faith on God. 
Erika Lighte- Fischer says that 
"All performances are self ref- 
erential and constitute reality" 
which are unknowingly per- 
formed by the audiences as par- 
ticipants that become possible in 
the real life of the human beings 
in such festivals. Each individual 
has been using their "real bod- 
ies in real spaces'and "When the 
actors move in and through the 
space, they are actually changing 
the position of their bodies and- 
with it the performative spaces" 
( 170). Conquergood s argument 
deals with"aesthetic time" that is 
not "metaphorically translated 
historical time. The event situat- 
ed within aesthetic time does not 
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refer to the events of real time" 
(142). 

Ishneshwar Mahadeva is situated 
in between position of two sacred 
rivers Mahendri Ganga and Go- 
mati. Across these rivers, there 
are plains fields covered with 
small villages and fertile lands 
edging the big hills. Each hill has 
the beauty that creates space for 
aesthetic and spiritual transfor- 
mation. These geographical loca- 
tion suites the place for everyone 
who visits this place. Jon Ander- 
son says "Geographical context 
can exist wherever there are hu- 
man (and non-human) activi- 
ties, the trick are to acknowledge 
them, workout what produces 
them and what effect they have." 



(3, Intro). The surrounding of 
the Ishanehwar VDC where the 
IshaneshwarMahadev exists is 
the Bhorletar VDC, Thumki 
VDC, Karapu VDC, and Ham- 
sapur VDC that make this place 
alive as the cultural space which 
is the common place for the peo- 
ple of this periphery as theatre. 
To make the access to every one 
for this festival, buses which run 
all the time from Bheshishahar, 
Damauli, and Pokhara, head- 
quarter of Lamjung, Tanahun, 
and Kaskai District respectively 
to Karaputar. So it is very easy 
to visit for the devotees from the 
different places of Nepal and In- 
dia to Ishaneshwar Mahadeva at 
Karaputar in Lamjung. Because 
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of such qualities it is considered 
as the city which is "a place of 
transformation and appropria- 
tions" (129) as M. Certeau argues 
that performance takes place 
where the "space of visual pan- 
optic construction"(128) carries 
its geographical, cultural, rituals 
and societal effectiveness on hu- 
man beings. 

Thus dramatization and making 
a theatrical representation of Is- 
haneshwar Mahadeva in Shivara- 
ti Mela at Karaputar Lamjung 
can be judged from the rituals, 
cultural, geographical, historical 
and religious perspective. Peo- 
ple are celebrating the present 
bringing them in to the Ere of 
God which makes them happy in 
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SUBALTERN REPRESENTATION IN GERALD 
ROBERT VIZENOR'S BEARHEART: THE HEIR- 
SHIP OF CHRONICLES 

" This article aims to introduce subaltern studies and the tribal 
American as subalterns. It also tries to show how tribal peoples were 
deprived of their rights in Federal America. Despite the basic concept of 
subaltern studies as post-colonial cum post-marxist theory, its use has 
been used in broader sense to reread the text of all time. This theory 
has been developed to contribute to the knowledge, culture, and iden- 
tity of marginalized groups from various aspects. However, subalterns 
are those categories of people deprived of their space in the so-called 
mainstream. Moreover, this article particularly focuses on the trib- 
al people of America from subalternist perspective as presented 
in the novel of Gerald Robert Vizenor's Bear heart: The Heirship of 
Chronicles (1978) " 

Keywords: Subaltern, tribal, marginalization, resistance, submissive, 
hegemony, bourgeosie nationalist, social ladder 




Introduction 

The word subaltern in late-Medieval English referred to vassals and 
peasants. By 1700, it, however, came to denote lower ranks in military 
suggesting peasant origin. The historians and writers began writing nov- 
els and histories about military campaign in India and America from 
subaltern perspective by 1800. Antonio Gramsci, the Italian Marxist, in- 
troduced the term in social theory, using it to denote the people in the 
margin, marginalized by power. Subaltern classes may include peasants, 
workers and peasants, workers and other groups denied access to hegemon- 
ic power. As a Marxist, Gramsci is very much concerned with the proletariats 
whose voice remains unheard in the history. Subaltern studies aim to promote 
a systematic discussion of oppressed groups of society through new historio- 
graphic perspective that rewrites history from the marginal perspective. 
Further, Subaltern Studies is a 20th century studies which studies about those 
people who are marginalized, subdued, and suppressed due to hegemonic as well as several other reasons 
that encompassed into territory of "otherness". The term began to be used as a reference into colonial people 
in the South Asia in 1970s. It provided a new perspective on the history of a colonized place from the per- 
spective of the colonized rather than from the perspective of hegemonic power. Subaltern studies formally 
began in 1982 with the historiography of Ranjit Guha "An Intervention in the South Asian Historiography". 
It appeared with the aim of writing the historiography of the people ignored by colonialists as well as bour- 
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geois nationalist historiographers. The group led by Ranjit Guha was praiseworthy about providing the 
subaltern people with their own voices. 

Moreover, in this light, Gerald Robert Vizenor s historical novel Bearheart: The Heirship of Chronicles, 
first published in 1978 and reprinted later in 1990 with the setting of the newly changed socio-political era 
in America, excavates the tribals victimization in their own land in the centre of America and their quest for 
stable pattern of life as they have no fixed identity. The life of tribals became complex because of destruction 
of the Cedar forest and violently imposed rule of federal government. The tribal people could not believe in 
the rules of federal government. They began to think that their existence was at the verge of collapse. Trib- 
als, having the sense of discriminated, exploited, and cultural transgressed, felt that they were going to face 
the critical condition due to the decision of federal government. As they were highly victimized by the act 
of federal government, fourth Proude Cedarfair realized that they are pushed to the bottom rugs of social 
ladder. 



Mentality of Subaltern 

The primary objective of the article is to bring the subaltern discourse of resistance to find out the 
writer s valorization of subaltern groups to throw the despotic rule of so called Federal Government. More- 
over, the article has aimed at showing that the words of truth and justice only is not enough to find out 
the proper space for subaltern groups in the changed scenario of the country. Although this study makes 
significant use of concepts developed in postcolonial scholarship, it does not offer a comprehensive analysis 
of all of them. Rather, an analysis of subaltern mentality, as conceptualized by Ranajit Guha and Spivak 
remains the primary tools of analysis. Furthermore, this study makes significant contribution mainly in 
two areas of concern. First, this study brings the concept of submissive mentality to analyze the novel set 
the changeable socio-political scenario of the Cedar nation and secondly, shows the writers valorization of 
subalterns resistance for the truth and justice. Thus, both kinds of mentality have gone side by side in this 
historical novel. 

Subaltern as Submissive 

Proude Cedarfair as a subaltern hero faces different problems while objecting the policy of Federal 
Government. He is a freedom fighter and sacrifices his whole life for liberty, equality and justice but as a 
subaltern, he fails to complete his mission. Though America is regarded as the democratic country, it is 
not able to respect the socio-economic tradition of tribal people. They are forced to be assembled in the 
so-called main stream socio economic and political tradition. The marginalized people are not getting any 
right to free themselves from the shackles of chronological linear time. They have been obliged to bear the 
different sorts of domination and exploitation. Subaltern people have no right to raise their voice against 
the state; if they do they are pushed away by the state force. When subaltern people raise their voice against 
the state mechanism as, "we will not leave ... we will leave the dreams of sacred cedar. We will be here to- 
morrow in the morning waiting for your peaceful death" (25) but Proudes effort to save the Cedar nation 
become useless and the voice of subalterns vanished when the state forces them to leave the Cedar forest. 
In this way, the subaltern hero Proude Cedarfair along with other tribal people is forced to leave his tribal 
habitat. 

Subaltern people are forcefully pressed down by the powerful authority; they do not have possession 
over their own property. In this condition neither they can speak themselves nor do they have agency to 
speak in their favor. As a subaltern man Proude Cedarfair has been exploited by the federal agent who stops 
Proude Cedarfair from being the owner at his own home. This condition is clearly stated from the decision 
of Proude. He states, "we will leave in the darkness of morning" (32). 

Ranajit Guha in his essay "Dominance without Hegemony and its Historiography" (SS VI) says, "to 
discern the play of paradoxes on the subaltern side as well in the peasant rebels vision of God as a white 
man who writes like a court clerk, the lower caste attempts to move upward by emulating the conservatism 
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of the upper caste" (272). He further asserts that colonialism involved dominance without hegemony. In oth- 
er words, it proceeded on with the help of coercion rather than assent of people. The people resisted against 
colonialism. The colonial historiography, however, simply overlooks their resistance. It undermines their 
political sensibility. Now it is busy in proving the American federal government as a rule that was based on 
the assent of the people. It does not reflect the injustice colonialism inflicted upon the ruled people. 

On the top of all these, some native historiographers fall prey to the discourse of colonialism and its 
so-called project of improvement. All these factors are responsible behind the emergence of colonialism 
as project of imperialism that involved the assent of the ruled. But in the case of postcolonial scenario, the 
concept of coercion has been replaced by consent. The postcolonial agents are ruling through the hegemonic 
power by joining their neck with domestic feudal. 

Subaltern Defiance 

Along with the submissive pole of subaltern mentality, there is also the undercurrent of the tone of 
resistance and protest in the historical novel Bearheart: The Heirship of Chronicles somewhere in subtle and 
manifest level. Resisting mentality of subaltern is also a dominant discourse under the interest of Subaltern 
Studies. Subaltern people always do not become meek, docile, humble and submissive under the feet of 
elites. Sometime they also resist for the sake of liberty, equality, freedom, truth, and justice. 

As a subaltern hero, fourth Cedarfair, the central character of this novel resists the post colonial dom- 
ination throughout his life. Proude Cedarfair as a leader of insurgency fights with the post colonial agents. 
His experience of struggle is narrated as: 

"Proude circled around the cabin on the eastern side, stopping at the migis sandridge where he dipped his 
face under water and opened his eyes. The pebbles and sandgems cracked in the angular iridescent sun- 
beams. He wiped his face with his blue shirt and strode into the woods toward the cabin. The mongrels 
moved with him. He stopped near the cabin on the north side, the sunless side of moss and fern, the side 
of moths, hoarfrost side, and roared ha ha ha haaaa four times as a bear. . . . When the federals ran out of 
the cabin to see what was the matter, the crows swooped again and cawed at them, the dogs ran into woods 
howling "(20-21). 

This action of fourth Cedarfair proves that he wants to object the federal government policy to en- 
croach upon their tribal habitat i.e. Cedar nation with the motif of guarantying the freedom and justice to 
the subaltern people. He has the resisting attitude even though he is a subaltern who provides the message 
that subaltern people also involve in protest and resistance. 

Ranjit Guha as a subaltern theorist, through Subaltern Studies I (1982) contrasts between the politics 
of people with the elite politics and privileges the former over the later. He thinks that the politics of people 
is "an autonomous domain for it neither originated from elite politics nor did its existence depend on the 
latter" (4). In spite of the end of colonialism, it continues with its different forms and contents. The devel- 
opment of nationalist consciousness, in accordance with elitist historiography, was an achievement either of 
colonialist administrators, policy and culture or of elite Indian personalities or ideas. Such a historiography 
does not acknowledge the contribution made by people on their own. It ignores the peoples politics, an au- 
tonomous domain, which outlives the elite politics. 

The elite group mobilizes its politics through adaptation to federal institution whereas subaltern class- 
es do so through traditional organization of kinship and territoriality or class association. Even the strategy 
of political mobilization demonstrates the link between federal exploitation and bourgeois nationalism; the 
bourgeois nationalists adopted the legacies of colonialism. In a way, they are the successor of colonial re- 
gime. The nexus between federal agents and bourgeois nationalist paved the way towards domination and 
oppression that ultimately result the resistance and protest. Through the narration of Proude Cedarfair, we 
find the clear sense of resistance; "We will not leave ... we will not leave the dreams of sacred cedar," Proude 
said looking up at the trees, "we will be here tomorrow in the morning waiting for your peaceful death" (25). 

Though domination and resistance both are two sides of subaltern struggle, the writer has valorized 
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upon resisting pole. While doing so, he has made Proude Cedarfair as a mouth piece character who carries 
the basic intention of the writer. The writer has come to the conclusion that subaltern people go for resis- 
tance against the extreme domination of elitist but eventually they cannot kiss the destination. In this re- 
gard, subalterns insurgency cannot get victory over bourgeois domination. The extreme domination always 
invites resistance but there occurs one question that whether the resisting pole gets victory over domination 
or not. Subaltern people sometimes try to assert their space but eventually they fail to internalize the true 
sense of freedom. At last they fall prey in the hands of elitists. They loose the game and they are defeated 
by state force and finally become mute as ever as said by Gayatri Chakravarty Spivak in her essay "Can the 
Subaltern speak?" Subaltern people are "as mute as ever" (90). The way Spivak defines is the way Proude 
Cedarfair has been silent forever, "Proude was gone. Inawa Biwide was gone. The seven clown crows were 
gone" (240). Proude Cedarfair and Inawa Biwide at the end is supposed to have entered the fourth world 
i.e. death. 

Conclusion 

This article endeavors to unearth the marginalization of subaltern people during the time of post- 
colonial era in America which is based on Gerald Robert Vizenor s Bearheart: The Heirship of Chronicles. 
More specifically, it shows how the postcolonial agents and bourgeois nationalists dominated American 
subaltern people. Along with the domination, this article also foregrounds the fact of subaltern resistance 
as well. Moreover, it reflects the mirror reality of America in postcolonial scenario where American people 
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PHOTO GALLERY 

Some memories can be captured in pictures while some cannot 
be, your experiences, achievements and perfomances as Trinitians 
will all be here. Today you may not feel much but after years of 
biding farewell to Trinity these pictures will take you to the day, to 
the moment when you were standing somewhere as a Trinitian. 
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